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The compiler of the subject matter of these pages takes 
pleasure in acknowledging the favors done him by all 
those -who have famished facts and Incidents, relating to 
the life and character of the Little Drummer Boy. For 
the most part, these have been gathered from those who 
knew him first and best. Had time and space permitted, 
we have no doubt that much might have been added, 
which would have enhanced the interest and value of 
this Uttle book. 

As it is, however, the story has run on, quite beyond 
the limits originally prescribed for it Those, who have 
assisted ns, will please to accept our thanks for any con* 
tributions which they have made, and for any Infomu^ 
tion given. 
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THE CASE OF THE LITTLE DRUMMER BOY 
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On three different occasions, the case of the Little 
Drummer was introduced into the Fulton -Street Prayer 
Meeting, by different individuals, who knew something 
about the circumstances of his bright and happy life, and 
his melancholy death. On more than one occasion the 
meeting was deeply moved by statements which were 
made in regard to the religious character and Sunday 
school training of the little boy. More deeply was the 
meeting moved when the boy's attachment to his Bible, 
and to his seasons of prayer, were mentioned, and the 
evidence recounted, which led us to conclude that th« 
ever blessed Spirit had wrought, by His silent, mysteri- 
ous power, a genuine work of grace in his heart 

Through the reports of the Fulton Street Prayer Meet- 
ing, some of the circumstances of the life and death of 
the Little Drummer Boy found their way to the public 
attention, and much interest was excited to know moref 
about him. These pages are designed to meet the anzl^ 
ons inquiries of many minds, llie usefulness and power 
of the Sunday school as a means of grace to children are 
abundantly illustrated in this imperfect sketch of tli« 
Little Drunmier Boy. 



(4) 
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A CALL FOR VOLUNTEERS. 



' "War demands tliem — must have. them. 
War is a direful necessity to those against 
whom it has been waged. It must be ac- 
cepted — or something worse in its place. 
We call for brave men — who dare to do 
their duty, be obedient, patient, self-reliant, 
confident in the righteousness of their cause, 
and the skill and ability of their commander. 
We want volunteers who will not be cowards 
on the day of battle, who will not fear their 
enemies, who will be watchful against them, 
who will not underrate them, who will not 
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be subdued by them, wlio will not be over- 
come by them and carried away captive. 

You have enemies, the worst a man can 
have. They are the world, the Jlesh and the 
devil. No human power can conquer them. 
Alone you cannot stand against their as- 
saults. But in every conflict you are sure 
to be overcome. You have been often con- 
quered by them an^jarHg4.4«^3r captive 
already. 




There 18 j^j^j^y gathering. Thousands 
^*^® ^listed. Thousands more will. The 
^^5«^are filling up every day. It is already 
•^ a mighty host, whom no man can number. 
Never had soldiers such a Leader. Never 
had soldiers such armor. Never were they 
so garrisoned and provisioned. Never had^ 
soldiers such compensation. Never were' 
soldiers so happy, so successful, so constantly ■ 
victorious, so sure of final triumph. Never 
had soldiers so much to win. They go to ao 
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uncertain conflict. They gain every battle. 
By-and-by they Bhall lay their armor oflF, 
called by the golden trumpet from the battle 
field. 

The Leader and Captain of this great army 
is Jesus. He fights by the side of every 
soldier. The sick and the feeble he does not 
leave to the mercy of an enemy. He drives 
straight on to conquest and a crown for 
every one. 

Header I have you enlisted? We call for 
volunteers. Come — fall in — fall in. The 
proclamation has gone forth ; the invitation 
is^ Come take your place in the ranks ; good 
pny; good provisions; good company; good 
cause; good Commander; good success; 
good bounty settled upon you at the end of 
the war. Say, will you volunteer? If you 
have not enlisted, do it to-day. 

Think what will come at the end of the 
war: everlasting peace, no more enemies. 
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everlasting happiness, no more misery, a 
heaven of unfading glory, songs, hosannahs, 
crowns, forever ; cliaplets on your brows and 
palms of victories in your hands ; the last 
battle fought and the victory achieved. 

Think of your Leader, Immanuel — name 
above every name — Prince of Peace — 
Saviour — Redeemer — the mighty Con- 
queror — no other army ever had such a 
head, ffis power is above all power. He 
loves all his soldiers, and loves them unto 
the end, and not one shall ever be plucked 
out of his hand. Will you volunteer ? 

If you will not — what then? You have 
enemies, but you will be overthrown by 
them. Tour cause will be lost You, your- 
self, will be destroyed forever. 

Come, dear reader, volunteer. Enlist in 
the great army of Christ Jesus. Do it to- 
day. 
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CHAPTER L 



6ant ^amt. 



(}oNE Home. — Skarohino for Facts.— Tebtimont. — ^FmsT 
Impressions. — Sunday School. — Bible. — Sovereign 
Grace. — ^First Steps. — Beueyino in Jrscb. — Eternal 
Glory. — Sympathy. — Death. — Smallest Boy of thi 
Thirteenth. — Character. — ^Beloved. — Habits of At- 
tention. 



1. There is no flock, however watched and tended 
But one dead lamb is there : 
There is no fireside, howso'er defended, 
But has one vacant chair. 

2 The air is full of farewells for the dying, 
And mournings for the dead : 
The heart of Rachel for her children crying 
"Will not be comforted. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Tras brief narrative of the little Drummer 
Boy has been prepared with considerable 
care, in the narrow sphere which has been 
allotted to it. The facts have been gathered 
from a variety of sources by Rev. Luther G. 
Bingham. He has taken no small pains to 
substantiate and verify them. He has visit- 
ed the family, the Superintendent of the Sab- 
bath school, the earlier and later friends of 
the little boy, and his pastor. And from re 
liable information he has been able to gather 
up these facts in this little volume, in the 
hope that they will be useful to two classes 
of persons — ^the children and youth in our 
Sunday schools and the soldiers in our 
armies. 

It is believed by Christians, who knew 
(11) 
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him best, that this little boy became a Christ- 
ian at or about the time of the presentation 
of his Bible, which he prized so highly, and 
read so constantly. There is no suiEcient 
evidence that he was a Christian before this 
period. The gift of this little Bible seems to 
have made an impression upon him — ^lasting 
as eternity, and pfecious as heaven. It form- 
ed the turning point in his existence. Two 
events in his life were of unspeakable im- 
portance to him — his entrance into the Sab- 
bath school and his reception of the Bible. 
His salvation can be traced to these events, 
in the redeeming providence of God. God, 
in his sovereign mercy and grace, made use 
of these, as the great events of his life, to be 
the means of gathering him into the fold of 
the Good Shepherd. Little was it tliought 
by any one, that this young bright boy, who ^ 
had the promise of life and health for many 
years to come, would so soon be called to 
eternal glory. 

But the call came and he is gone. By a 
most mysterious providence, taken from the 
evil to come, he was cut down in the vigor 
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of boyhood and removed to his eternal home. 

How thankful we should be that he ever 
entered a Sunday school I How thankful that 
he ever had the gift of a Bible 1 And more 
than all, how thankful we should be, for all 
the evidence that it pleased God, by his Holy 
Spirit, to make his own blessed word the wis- 
dom of God, and the power of God to his 
salvation. 

Tliat small Bible of the little Drummer 
Boy now lies on the table before us. It is a 
morocco bound volume, with gilt edge, 
and the cover mounted with brass on its 
edges, and a brass clasp. It was printed in 
England in 1857 by Eyre & Spottiswoode, 
of London. It was purchased in New York. 

The compiler of these pages owes a debt 
of gratitude to different individuals who have 
assisted him to facts, to all of whom he would 
tender his most grateful acknowledgements. 

QONE HOME. 

There is no doubt of that. Tlie little 
Drummer Boy has now reached his eternal 
2 
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home. We may hope his home is now in 
heaven. We cannot certainly know it, nntil 
we meet him before the Great White Tlirone. 
Thanks be to God for all the joy we have, in 
believing that going home to him was going 
to heaven. May every reader of these pages 
set out at once heavenward. Sunday school 
children ! Come to Jesus ! Soldiers in the 
army ! Come to Jesus ! Out of him there 
is no salvation. In him there is no condem- 
nation. The child and the man must, alike, 
believe in him. Oh ! trust him with all your 
hearts. Come to him just as you are, and 
without the delay of a moment, and you will 
be filled with glad sui-prise at his readiness to 
receive you. 

Then going home — eternal home— will bo 
surely going to heaven. Death may come 
suddenly for .you, as for the little Drummer 
Boy, but it will not find you unprepared. 
Living for the Lord Jesus is living for hea- 
ven. Be not afraid nor ashamed of living 
for him. May the Lord help you by his 
grace and spirit, so to live that ymir eternal 
home shall be heaven 
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Among the many heart stirring incideiits 
of " the war" now waged between those, who 
ought to be friends, perhaps none has created 
more deep and wide spread sympathy in New 
York and Brooklyn, than the sudden and ac- 
cidental death of the youngest Drummer Boy 
of the Thirteenth Regiment, New York State 
Militia. 

He died at about the age of twelve years. 
Though his life was short, yet its last days 
fiirnish many pleasing evidences that he was 
a child of God. Every account we gather 
of him, shows that he was a praying lad. 
He was affectionate and lovely in the family. 
He was regular and dutiful in the Sunday 
iKihool. He was a great favorite with all 
who knew him. He was beloved by his 
teachers and young associates. He always 
had a kind word for every one. He gieetod 
eveiy one with a smiling face. He was kind 
and obliging in his disposition. Was it won- 
derful that all who knew him should love 
himi He had a very fair and handsome 
face, and a well organized and well propor- 
tioned frame. He had acquired pleasing. 
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16 THE LITTLE DRUMMER BOY. 

natural, and gentle manners. He was a live- 
ly, animated, playful boy. He was very so- 
cial in his temperament — witty and apt — 
and readily made friends among strangers. 
He had the power of a strong attraction to- 
ward himself. That power resided in his 
many good, natural qualities — but chiefly in 
the sweet and affectionate disposition, which 
he always manifested on all occasions. 

He was one of those boys whose face you 
loved to look upon. And he was one of 
those boys, who always, with his deep blue 
eyes, when addressing you, or being address- 
ed, looked you full in the face. This was 
true of him every where. But it was a spe- 
cial feature, when he was under instiniction. 

We said to a teacher of his, " What kind 
of a boy was he?" The teacher answered, 
" He was one of those boys who always look- 
ed you right in the eye." 

We shall have occasion to see, in the se- 
quel of this narrative, that this habit of at- 
tention was one of the crowning features of 
his mind, and had much to do with those 
de^ and saving impressions which were 
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made upon him in the last few days of his 
life. We refer to impressions, which were 
connected with his salvation. This habit of 
fixed attention had held his mind and heart 
under the power of trntli and duty in his 
Sunday school life. He was always thus 
made susceptible to deep impressions. 

"I shall never forget," said a teacher, 
" how this little boy was accustomed to look 
at me, when in his class. It seemed as if 
he would swallow down my very words. I 
can see him as he sat on his little bench, 
when he first began to come to Sunday 
school, never turning away his eye, no mat- 
ter what disturbance was going on. I can 
see him as he sat six years ago, as if it was 
but yesterday, looking at me with the ut- 
most earnestness." 

We have been asked, " Why do you write 
out the story of this little boy, more than 
any other?" We answer, because it is a 
story of wonderful and sovereign grace. The 
more we inquire about it, the more we are 
convinced of it. Wo wish it to be a record 
of the blessed influence and work of the 
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Mission Sunday school. We wish it to stand 
as another example of Christ's love to little 
childi'en. We wish the pattern of faithful 
ness to prayer of this little boy to stand as a 
means of encouragement to others to be alike 
faithful. These are some of the reasons. We 
hope too, that God will bless this story to 
the salvation of many souls. 
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CHAPTER n. 



Scission l^nnlTBS St^ffils. 

^■GLBOTED Children. — BEAtniFUL Wandberiis. — What 
shall bb done for tiibm. — pibrrbpoint mi88ion sundat 
School. — Looking for a hard place. — Find it.— Rum 
AND Ruin.— Sin and Shake of Intemperate Parents.— 
Beginning. — March, 1866. — Eventful. — Happy Rb- 
ooLLEcnoNS. — Young Ladt.— Sunshine.— The uttli 
Deuicmeb. — Half his life.— -Who can tell? 



8. Letnsbs patient! These severe afflictions 
Not from the groand arise: 
Bat oftentimes celestial benedictions 
Assume the dark disguise. 

4. We see but dimly, through these mists and vapory 
Amid these earthly damps; 
What seem to us but dim funeral tapert 
Hay be hearen's distant kmpc 
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CHAPTEE II. 

What shall we do for these thousands of 
beautiful but neglected children, who are 
found in our streets every Sunday morning if 
Some can see no beauty in them. But we 
confess it is not so with us. The little boys 
and girls that dig over the debris of a fall- 
ing building — a building coming down — or 
a building being removed, are beautiful to 
us. All in rags and tatters, and dirty and 
hungry, scratching for nails and old iron, 
among the bricks awd mortar, we always 
tliink we can see handsome eyes and sweet 
smiling faces, under the dirt. We know 
there are many wicked, wretched, mii^erable 
children among the outcast children of the 
streets. But we never think of these when 
thinking of beautiful children. We think 
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22 THE LITTLE DRUMMER BOY. 

of the little hidden ones, in whom are wrap- 
ped sweet affections — ^longing for some one 
to love them — ^longing for some one to love. 
There are thousands among these little wan- 
derers, who would cling with great tenacity 
to a kind dear friend, who had kind words, 
and looks and acts for them. 

What shall be done for these neglected lit- 
tle children ? This question is often asked 
— and all ends with the asking, in the case 
of thousands, who ask. Many a man stops, 
and says, looking over a little company of 
ragged, dirty children, " What can be done 
for these children?" and passes on, and 
thinks of the poor children no more. 

There was a band of noble working ChnV 
tians, connected with the Pierrepoint Baptist 
Church in "Brooklyn, who resolved on doing 
iomethiug more than talk and ask very be- 
nevolent questions — all ending in smoke. — 
They looked about them to see what could 
be done, with a heart and a ^viil to do. These 
persons cast their eyes about them to find a 
place in Brooklyn, where there was no chuitjli, 
and no Sunday school — a neglected quarter 
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— ^wliere all the people could say, " there wre 
none to care for our souls." 

They found just such a place and just such 
a people. It was crowded with poor, hard- 
working families in part, and with some 
families who did not work any too much. 
Some had seen hetter days. Some had nev- 
er seen any hetter, and never desired to live 
better. They had no aspirations above the 
squalid begj^ry, mixed with occasional la- 
bor, by which they managed to eke out a 
miserable existence. 

There were many virtuous poor. Poverty 
is no crime. Poverty is however, the fre- 
quent result of crime. The Intemperate man 
or woman is a criminal against himself or 
herself — against their family and friends, an(J 
society at large. The poverty of such per- 
sons is the result of the worst of crimes. It 
is a gross sin and shame, for parents to sin 
against their little children, by giving them- 
selves up to the power of one of the most 
disgusting of all vices. Our city streets 
abound with the families of those, who squan- 
der their earnings at the grog shops. The 

Digitized by VjOOQlC 



24 THE LITTLE DRUMMER BOY. 

children of intemperate parents arc sent into 
the streets to beg and steal their living, and 
bring home money to buy rum. Often they 
are whipped and abnsed if they fail to do 
this. 

The little outcasts, whom you see scratch- 
ing over that pile of dirt, in search of nails 
and such like articles, come from the wretch- 
ed dwellings of miserable, intemperate pa- 
rents, t 

Tlie mission which started out from tho 
Pierrepoint Street Baptist Church in Brook- 
lyn, had no small degree of courage. They 
were not long in finding a locality without a 
church or a Sunday school. They went 
down near the East Eiver side and looked 
over a very unpromising field. They hired a 
room over a cooper shop in John street, near 
the foot of Bridge street. They moved into 
it a few benches and seats and a little scanty 
furniture. They met there one Sabbath in 
the month of March, 1855, and organized, by 
choosing John L. Plummer, Esq., Superin- 
tendent, and other officers, to finish their sim- 
ple force for a beginning. 
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Here thej were, without a single scholar 
as yet. The neighborhood was full of child^ 
ren, but how to get them in f 'Jfliat was th* 
question. It was a little band of mission- 
aries, males and females composing it. Every 
thing was hard featured without, and stared 
t&em in the face with grim repulsiveness. — 
Yet there were some redeeming features.-^ 
There were in this locality some bright and 
happy little children. There is always a 
beauty in their eyes and features, and therd 
is a more lovely beauty in their hearts. 

Stand with us on that bright Sabbath 
morning, and look over the scene around, 
and contemplate the impelling power within. 
Here was an enterprise, just in its inception, 
which none could see the end of. No one 
could know what endless and glorious des- 
tines were to be wrapped up in the prosecu- 
tion of thiS happy work. 

We sat beside a young lady, who was one 
of these missionaries, her face all sunshine, 
as she looks back upon her humble efforts, 
and at the results which followed. What to 
her nov) are all her toils. She remembem 
3 
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ikem not. She remembers not how she 
tugged up the long flights of a four story 
tenement house, carrying in her arms a little 
sister of the Little Drummer Boy. One half 
of the short life of the Little Drummer B<^ 
dates from that Sabbath. Brave mission- 
aries! Blessed missionaries I IJndismayod 
by the appalling circumstances which sur- 
rounded you — ^pitching your tent amid the 
hosts of opposition — not knowing what 
would be the issue. 

What hopes are carried back to that Mis- 
sion Sunday school to find their beginning I . 
We pity the man who cannot find in the 
history of the Little Drummer Boy an un- 
answerable argument for Mission Sunday 
schools. If this one Mission school had not 
been established, who can tell how changed 
would have been the destiny of the little 
Drummer} 
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Inning t\t S^m^u Sic\aiil~-W^ iibU. 

VSKTINO AT A PUMP. — ^INVITATION.— W18HE8 TO Q». — ^EjI- 

TBRs Mission Sundat School. — Enlists as ▲ Dbummvu 
— GoiNO TO THE ARsrr. — Sthpatht for him. — ^Thav 
Bible. — Presentation. — ^Tears. — Saving impressions.— 
Reai>8 to his Mother.«-Reads evert DAT. — God bliss- 
es HIS Word.— Salvation. 



5. There is no death 1 What seems so is transition. 
The life of mortal breath 
Is but the suburb of the life elysian, 
Whose portal we call death. 

tt. He Is not dead 1 The child of our affeetion. 
But gone into that school, 
Wliere he no longer needs our poor proteeUon^ 
And Chiist himself doth rule. 



Ctl) 
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CHAPTER III. 

Of the early ehildhood of little Clarwwsa 
O. McKenzie we know but little. Hia pn- 
rents dwell in Brooklyn, and are not profess- 
ors of religion. They make no pretensioiMi 
to having done any thing to form the reli* 
gious character of their little boy. It wa» 
formed in the Sunday school. We ha^e 
taken much pains to verify the facts, whi<^ 
are herein stated, and they may be relied (m 
as generally correct. 

Clarence was bom February 18, 1849> 
iwilifited in the drum corps of the Thirteenth 
regiment, National Grays, July 9, 1860, i^ 
the age of deven years, four months and two 
days. His first parade, with his regiment, 
was on the 12th of October, I860, on the ro- 
e^tion of the Prince <rf Wales. Went to 

a* (») 
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the seat of war April 30, 1861, and at the 
time of his death was a little over twelve 
years, three months and twenty days old. 

The manner in which Clarence was intro* 
daced into the Sunday school was singularly 
providential. One bright Sabbath morning 
a teacher in tlie John Street Mission Sunday 
school was out, hunting up scholars for his 
class, or the school as the case might be. He 
met at the street pump a brother of Clarence, 
two years older than himself, and said to 
him, " would you like to go to the Sunday 
school?" 

" I should very much like to go, sir, but I 
do not know as my father and mother will 
let me go," was the little boy's reply. He 
was then eight years old. 

"Where do you live?" said the Superin- 
tendent to the child. 

"Over in the tenement house yonder," 
pointing in the direction. 

" 1 will go over and ask them for yon," 
and taking the pail of water, for the boy, in 
<me hand, and leading the chfld by the other, 
ihey went to the house and climbed up the 
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stairs to the upper story and went in. The 
teacher said, " I have come to see if yon 
would give consent that this little boy should 
go to our Mission Sunday school ? " 

The father inquired where the school was? 
He was told that it was just around the 
corner. He then asked if it was a Church 
of England Sunday school ? He was told 
that it was a school open for the children of 
al] churches — that all would be welcome to 
come without distinction of sect or name. — 
Will you send your children? said Mr. Plum- 
mer. 

Seeing the kind, benevolent face of the 
teacher, and struck by his kind act, in bring- 
ing the pail of water in his hand for the little 
boy, the father at once consented, and said, 
** Yes, lyilHe may go, and Clarence may go, 
and Martha may go, and Charlotte may go." 

And so for the first time in his life, little 
Clarence, then six years old, entered the Sun- 
day school on that bright Sabbath mfoming. 
And ever afterward he was one of the most 
punctual, orderly, best behaved and interest- 
ing little boys in tlie whole school. He was 
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always in his place and always in time — ai 
ways obedient and attentive — always mani 
festing great desire to make the most erf 
his opportunities. He had no unusual en- 
couragement at home, but persisted alwayf 
in keeping his place in his class, in spite of all 
discouraging circumstances. He continued 
in this school for three years, and was after- 
wards a member of the Hanson Place Sunday 
school. 

Dunng the whole time — ^three years — ^he 
was in the John Street Mission school, he and 
his older brother and younger sister were the 
most attentive, punctual, and best behaved 
of all the children, who attended this school. 
It is believed that the name of Clarence D. 
McKenzie was the very first that was en 
rolled in that school. It is not now remem- 
bered that in all the time of his connection 
with it, he was once reproved for miscon- 
duct. Tliese children loved their Superin- 
tendent and teachers. Clarence especially, 
from the day the school was organized, as long 
as he lived, cherished a most ardent love for 
the Superintendent and all ooncemed in giv* 
ing instruction. 
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At the end of three years, the family re- 
moved into the extreme south part of the 
city, hence the change to the Hanson Place 
Sunday school. Through niud, and sleet and 
snow in winter, and heat and dust in sum 
mer, the little Drummer would make hii 
way every Sabbath to the school. The punc- 
tual habits the children had formed, and at- 
tachments to Sunday school, they carried 
with them. Some times tlie parents would 
say, on a very stormy morning, "The teach- 
ers will not expect you on such a day as this, 
you had better stay at home." 

" No, no, mother," little Clarence would 
Bay, " we will roll up our pantaloons to keep 
them out of the mud, but we must go to the 
Sunday school." And off the two boys would 
trudge in the storm. 

After removing to Liberty street, the pres- 
ent residence of the family, he made his last 
change of Sunday school connection, and 
last of all, he was a memb^ of the Sunday 
school of the Rev. Mr. McClelland, pastor of 
the Lawrence Street Presbyterian Church. 
Of this school he was a member at the timf 
of his leaving for the war. 
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We have here, in this Sabbath school 
influence and instruction, the key to that 
after history, which has awakened such wide 
spread interest in the little Drummer Boy 
of the Thirteenth Regiment of New York 
Btate Militia. 

Oh! that all our Sunday school teachers 
would prize, from precious love, their oppoer> 
tunities for doing good, and would watch for 
the souls of the little ones, whd are around 
us, by hundreds and thousands, perishing for 
the want of the knowledge of that Gospel, 
which would lead them to eternal life. How 
precious the harvest, which may be gathered 
from a little faithful seed sowing, in oui 
Sabbath schools. Let all who are engaged in 
this way of saving young immortal souls, be 
encouraged. Discouraged they may be, at 
times, because they see no fruit of their 
labors, but in due time they shall reap if 
they faint not. The teacher, who sought 
out and secured the attendance of Clarence 
D. McKenzie, on that beautiful Sabbath 
morning, upon his school, little knew of the 
glorious results, which were to follow, by 
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which a ransomed soul would so si .>n be 
gathered home to glory. 

When it became known that this li tie boy 
was going as a drummer in the Thirteenth 
Regiment, great anxiety and interest was 
excited in his behalf. A friend said to him 
one day, "Clarence, you will never come 
home again, I am afraid." 

"Oh! yes," said the boy, "I shall come 
home again. I am sure of it." 

"What makes you sure of it?" 

Laying his hand upon his heart, he re- 
plied: "I feel it right in here, something tells 
me, I shall soon come home again." 

Not to his earthly home was he ever to 
come. Only his earthly remains were to 
come. He himself was soon to be sum- 
moned to his heavenly home. 

When it was known that he would soon 
leave, one and another said to himself, "what 
can 1 do for little Clarence." One went to 
the Pastor of the Church, one day, and said 
to him, now is a good time to give away that 
Bible. Some two years before two Bibles 
had been purchased, to be given away as 
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premiums. One had been bertowed, while 
the other was still on hand. It was in refer- 
ence to this last Bible that the remark was 
made, that now was a good time to give it 
away, and after a little consultation it was 
decided that it should be given to Clarence. 
Accordingly it was given to him with advice 
and prayer, that it might be a guide to his 
feet and a lamp to his path. 

That Bible had been purchased by Rev. 
Mr. McClelland, the highly esteemed and 
able blind preacher, and pastor of the Law- 
rence Street Presbyterian Church. One day 
he was passing up Fulton street, New York, 
and stepped into a store, near Broadway and 
bought this Bible, together with the other, 
before alluded to. At the time of purchase, 
he expected that both would be given away 
the following week. But nOt so. The writer 
of these pages called upon this beloved pas- 
tor for an explanation of this delay in giving 
away this Bible. His answer was, that it 
could be ascribed to nothing but the sover- 
eignty of God that this Bible, bought for the 
express purpose of being given away at once, 
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should lie on hand two years, to be given 
under circumstances so impressive, and pro- 
ductive of so much spiritual good, resulting 
AS we have good reason to hope, in the salva- 
tion of one immortal soul. On the fly-leaf of 
this Bible is this inscription : 

LAWRENCE STREET 

PRESBYTERIAN 

SABBATH SCHOOL. 



PRESENTED 

TO 

OLAKENCE DAVID MoKENZIE. 



Trushno that thx God or Datid op old mat bb with 
wot, AXD THIS Word or God mat bb a lamp unto his 

PATH A5D A LIGHT UNTO HIS PBBT. 

J. a MADRIN. 

Mr. Madrin is the Superintendent of the 
Sabbath school of the Lawrence Street Pres- 
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byterian Church. The giving away of the 
Bible was made the occasion of special inter- 
est. Tlie whole Sabbath school were together 
on the Sabbath. Teachers and scholars were 
warmly attached to Clarence. They knew he 
was about to leave for the seat of war. So 
young was the little boy — so many uncertain- 
ties were hanging around his young life — so 
many temptations might bo lurking in his 
path — so possible it might be, that they would 
never meet again, that when the Superinten- 
dent took up the little Bible to give it to Clar- 
ence, in behalf of all present, he was almost 
overcome, and with the tears rolling down his 
cheeks, while others all round him were 
weeping, he addressed the little drummer 
boy in a strain of spiritual inspiration, quite 
beyond himself— led to say most earnest and 
fitting words, with a most earnest spirit. He 
conjured him to peruse his Bible — to make 
it the man of his counsel and the guide of his 
life every day. He pressed upon him the pre- 
cious promises which it revealed for his salva- 
tion, as a sinner, and assured him of Christ's 
readiness to receive him, on the ground of 
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fiimple trust in liira. He charged the little 
boy to love his Bible and to love Jesus, who 
gays in it, " Suffer little children to come to 
me, and forbid them not, for of such is the 
kingdom of heaven." 

It was a melting time, and may we not say 
it was a time when impressions were made 
as precious as heaven, and lasting as eterni- 
ty. All went home from the place deeply 
moved by the Bible giving scene. 

Clarence was exceedingly delighted with 
the gift, and showed his appreciation of it by 
* reading it continually as far as he had oppor- 
tunity. He showed his Bible to his parents 
witli great satisfaction. And said, " Mother, 
1 wish to read one chapter to you before I 
go," which was done. It was the last she 
was to hear him read. 

Why had that Bible beeil kept, lying by 
for two years in the desk of the Superinten- 
dent of the Lawrence Street Sunday school ? 
Can any one tell ? 

Was it not that s. blessing might go with 
that very Bible, the Spirit of the Lord mak- 
ing it a renewrjg %nd sanctifying power? 
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Had not that particular Bible, in the hand 
of tlie Spirit, a special work of salvation to 
accomplish in the heart of this little boyt 
We believe it had. Salvation was to be giv- 
en with the gift of this Bible. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



(§m to t\t Wk. 

Rn:9ioN IX tbk Aritt. — ^Fulton Street Meetino Prat* 
irg FOR TBB Soldiers. — Revivalb. — Dark Lines.— 
GdLDEN Hues. — ^Leaving Hour. — "Good Bye."— Clar- 
k:;cc'b first Prater. — Meh surprized. — Confidence di 
Q2S Bible. — Letters. — Deep Affection. 



^. In that great dositer's stillness and seclusion 
By guardian angels led : 
Safe from temptation — safe from sin's pollution. 
He lives whom we call dead. 

I. Day after day, we think what he is doing. 
In those bright realms of air: 
Year after year his tender steps pursuing, 
Behold him grown more fair. 



4« («) 
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Much has been said and written, in the 
eecular and religious press, of the religious 
movements and interest in the army. Often 
has this subject been alluded to in the Ful- 
ton Street Prayer Meeting. Every true pic- 
ture of camp life has its bright side and its 
dark side. It is natural that friends, anxious 
for those who have gone, near and dear to 
them, should seize with avidity upon state- 
ments which indicate a tender state of reli- 
gious feeling in the camps. 

The counter statements of the intemper- 
ance, profanity, and licentiousness, which are 
said to abound, are never made in that conse- 
crated place — at least are rarely alluded to. 
Hence, there are some who look, with ex- 
treme distrust, upon representations made of 
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the existence of the revival spirit amoug 
sorae portions of the army. They believe no 
such state of things possible, as that sinners 
should become awakened, convinced and 
c<^nverted in the midst of such scenes. They 
regard these representations as without au- 
thority. 

There are, no doubt, dark shadings to the 
picture of war — ^black, hideous and revolting, 
and we must believe what is true, however 
unwilling. Nothing is gained by having an 
Over estimate of the amount of religious in- 
fluence among our soldiers. It is better for 
those, who go to the tented field, to know to 
what they may be exposed. 

But there are golden, sunny sides to tlie 
pictures of war. There are godly praying 
men in the army. They lose not their reli- 
gious influence or character by going. Amid 
the temptations of camp life they stand up 
for Jesus. Tlie testimony of many witnesses 
is, that multitudes " witness a good profes- 
sion." Tliey are not ashamed of the Gospel 
of Christ. It is the power of God to their 
nalvation. 
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We rejoice that faithful Christian young 
men live in our armies. We love to hear of 
their meetings for prayer. Away with the 
unbelief that will not credit what God is do- 
ing through such men. 

Revivals may prevail in the army. Why 
not? Tlie Church is praying for them. A 
great multitude have faith in God, and ever 
offer believing prayers. A great heart at home 
goes out with the great heart abroad, and 
before the throne of grace they meet, and be- 
come one heart, moved by the same great im- 
pulses and aspirations to prayer. 

We have heard of things that would move 
stout hearts, as coming from the regiments. 
But we have heard of nothing which has 
moved us more, than the story of the Little 
Drummer Boy. 

On the 30th of April, the Thirteenth 
Regiment was ordered away. It was con- 
veyed by steamer to Annapolis. This Regi- 
ment is the favorite one in Brooklyn, and is to 
tliat city, what the Seventh is to New Yoi'l;. 
ft is composed of the dite of the soldiery of 
Brooklyn, and was regarded as a model 
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Regiment. This is not said by way of in- 
vidious distinction, but simply to indicate the 
position of this corps in the estimation of the 
public. A great many pious men, memberg 
of the Brooklj'n churches, belong to this 
Regiment. Membei'ship in it was considered 
something of an honor. This was the class 
of men among whom he was going. 

Before leaving, many of the scholars and 
teachers of the school called upon Clarence 
to bid him " Good bye." Many tears flowed, 
as these parting words were uttered. Cla- 
rence expected his superintendent to call, 
and said, " I know I shall cry when he speaks 
to me, and when I bid him ' Good bye.' " 

But the superintendent came not, being 
unexpectedly called away, on another and 
pressing duty just at the hour. So they 
never met again. But afterwards Clarence 
often expressed his regret that he had not 
seen his beloved superintendent once more. 
Very many times in his brief after life wiyi 
Mr. Madrin's name upon his tongue. 

On the first evening out, the Colonel in 
passing around found little Clarence asleep 

Digitized by VjOOQlC 



1 
THK LITTLB DRUMMER BOY. 47 

on the deck. He had been overcome with 
fatigue, and the excitement of the day. The 
night was closing in, and the twilight was 
almost gone. He was aroused from sleep 
and told that he had better go below. He 
went down below and was shown M'here 
he was to sleepl All was noise and confusion 
around him. Some were talking, some were 
laughing, some were singing, and all sorts of 
hubbub prevailed — as would be natural in a 
most crowded ship's company. In the midst 
of all the din and commotion, the little drum- 
mer boy, when he had prepared his place for 
isleep, and was about to commit himself to 
rest, kneeled down in the midst of the men, 
and clasping his hands together upon his 
breast, he closed his eyes, and with his face 
upturned to heaven, he poured out his silent 
prayers to Him, who ever has a most at- 
tentive ear to the cry of a little child. 

The men and officers, standing around, 
and observing the attitude of the praying 
little boy, were so impressed with solemnity 
and awe that they ceased all conversation, 
and every voice was hushed, until his devo- 
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tionfi were finished. Several of the men de- 
clared to each other afterwards that thej ha^ 
never witnessed any thing so deeply affect 
ing. 

One man, who was an eye witness of this 
scene, gave his impression of it in nearly iho 
following words : 

When he spread out his blanket upon th^ 
floor, and kneeling beside it — offices aQ4 
men standing around — ^he folded his bauds, 
closed his eyes, and, apparently unconscious 
that wiy eyes were upon him, but the ey« 
oi God, he there silently and reverently 
offered up his prayer to God, there was a 
general hush in the cabin^ and all eyes were 
upon him. I was deeply affected, and the 
thought came rushing into my mind, ^^ thc^ 
is probably the way in which my praying 
wife is praying for me, at this very moment." 
Many a heart was compelled to feel, aofl 
many an eye glistened with tears. 

"What made that dear little boy a praying 
boy? He had formed the habit of pmycir, 
morning and evening, for months proviousi 
encouraged by his teachers in Sunday school. 
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luid perhaps bj his parents, fiat what made 
him pray at tins time as he did, tinder suck 
circumstances ? Clearly it was the work of 
the Spirit of God leading him to pray. 

The little boy crawled away a few minutes 
afterward, into his narrow sleeping place^ 
unconscious of how many eyes had been upon 
him, and how many tears swelled up into 
eyes unaccustomed to weeping, and how 
many hearts were moved to tenderness and 
admiration for what he had done. He had 
courage enough to do a duty, at which they 
would, some of them at least, have hesitated.^ 
It was a noble heroism of a noble heart. 
That act made the Little Drummer Boy many 
friends, for it was soon noised abroad through 
the regiment, and there was the deepest 
sympathy for him. How powerful is con- 
sistent Christian duty and example ! It was 
so in this case. All the men who witnessed 
that act of prayer, felt the pow^ of that 
little boy's simple faith. One man said, as 
he brushed away a tear, " Well, I have seen a 
great many moving, melting things, in my 
iajf but I never saw any thing, which over* 
C 
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come me like that. I would give the world if 
I had that little boy's trust in God. God will 
never forsake him. No donbt about that 
hoy." 

Now suppose he had been a coward, and 
his fearful heart had said, " I cannot pray 
among so many, I cannot look up to God, 
with so many looking on." And so what if 
he had slunk away, like a guilty thing, and 
had restrained prayer before God, as many 
a man does, under such circumstances, hid* 
ing his light under a bushel. What a loss 
of influence would that have been 1 

Many a man thinks it improper to be even 
iiuspected of secret prayer, so carefully does 
he conceal his approaches to the throne of 
grace. 

Clarence was consistent in all his conduct. 
He made no professions or pretentions, but 
Irith great simplicity and singleness of heart, 
he carried out the profession of the faith that 
was in him, in Jesus Christ his Saviour. 

His attachment to his Bible was very re* 
markable in one of his tender years. Ho 
earned it continually in his bosom except 
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when lie was actually engaged in reading it. 
His confidence in his Bible was equally re- 
markable. " 7%i«," said he to his colonel, 
" is what will carry me through." 

Yes, dear boy, the precious Bible would 
carry you through — a sure and safe guide in 
life — a solace in death, introducing you at 
last into the eternal kingdom of Christ in 
heaven. Blessed Bible I In respect to Clar- 
ence D. McKenzie it has accomplished its 
mission — a glorious mission. 

The following letters were written soon 
after reaching the station at Annapolis, Md. 
They are given here just as they were writ- 
ten, because they show the character and 
disposition of the boy : 

ANNAPOLI&, Mat 10, 1861. 

My dear Mother and Father,— I was 
very glad to find on the morning of the 9th 
a letter from you, which you know is so 
welcome, and will be always so received from 
you, telling me all the folks are well. You 
say brother Willie is coming, but you do 
not say when. I am expecting him every 
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day. The minister of the chapel gave me a lit 
tie book and told me to learn what it teaches. 
Tell the doctor I am very much obliged to 
him for the cup you told me he sent me. We 
have the Eighth Eegiment Band, which 
makes it very pleasant, just as I am writing 
they are playing outside of Coloniil Smith's 
quarters. 

I have plenty of fun all the time, saunter- 
ing around or reading my little book which 
I like very much. Last night I went to a 
prayer meeting, and I prayed for all of yon. 
I say my prayers every night and morning 
as you told me. 

Did you get the dollar I sent you! Give 
my love to Elisha Hendshaw and to Maj^r 
Balston, and to all the friends that ask for 
me. Please write me again. I will write 
when Willie gets here. Please to send me my 
book and pencil. Receive my love, and be- 
lieve me to be your dear son. Good bye, 

Clarence D. McKenzie. 
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AirNAPous, Md.. Hat 14, 1861. 

Deab Parents, — ^We arrived at this place 
on Saturday of the 12th inst. about noon, 
having had a deh'ghtfdl passage, with the 
exception of one or two days partly clondy 
and stormy. We were none of ns very sea- 
sick, only some half dozen of the boys. Ai 
for myself I did not feel sick at all, except 
what you might term sick for home, of that 
kind of sickness I had a due allowance. It 
would be impossible for me to tell you how 
truly glad and happy Clarence and myself 
were at meeting with each other. He stood 
for some time on the dock ready to receive 
me. He felt so glad to see me that he would 
scarcely wait for the steamboat t6 touch thid 
dock, before he was flying toward me. 

Clarence and myself sleep together and 
have good accomodations and are as happj 
as the day is long. 

Tlie young man, whom you became ac- 
quainted with, on the visit, thinks so mucli 
of Clarence, that he says he will do any 
thing that lies in his power to help him and 
make him happy. He says that he is very 
5* 
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fond of good boys, and is always willing to 
lielp them along. 

We go out walking after the drills are 
over, and we find plenty to talk about Wo 
have a fine band of music here, and every 
afternoon from 5. p. m. to 7. p. m. we have 
a parade, also one in the morning, which we 
all like exceedingly. 

I do not find it so warm as I was led to 
suppose, the weather being very fine indeed. 

By the way, before I forget it, I must tell 
you that I drummed with the rest of the 
boys, on Saturday afternoon, and the young 
man says, I did it as gqod as any of them. 
He thinks Clarence a very fine drummer. It 
would not do for me to tell you how we bL 
like Annapolis, for it would be impossible 
for me to do so. 

The soldiers slept upon their arms last 
night, in anticipation of an attack being made 
on the place, but every thing passed off 
(juietly, and we are off at the tap of the 
drum. 

Clarence and myself are v^y well, and 
both .send our love to you, most dear parents. 
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asking you to write to ns as soon as you can. 
I put a letter on board the steamer before 
this one. I hope you will get it. Here I 
must stop as they are calling to dinner. — 
With much love we remain your affectionate 
sons. 

William and Claeence. 

The above letter, though evidently written 
by the older boy, is signed by both, and is 
intended to be an expression of the feelings 
of both towards their parents. But it also 
answers another purpose here, as disclosing 
the affecfcion existing between the two 
brothers. It is a record of beautiful love. 

We add the following for the same pur- 
pose: 

Annapolis, Md., May 24, 1861 

Deab Pabents, — ^I have just received two 
letters, one dated the 19th, which came to 
OS on the 24th, and the other dated the 22d, 
which also came on the 24th instant. I 
thank you very much, dear parents, for send- 
ing Clarry and me that beautiful cake. We 
^oyed it very much indeed, and so did 
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assured that these little brother drummer 
boys would stand by him, and give him all 
the attention in their power. How little did 
these boys think that in a few days more, the 
youngest of these two brothers, Clarence, 
would be dying in that dear Captain's arms. 
We call attention also to another fact, 
which comes out in the foregoing letter. — 
.The affection which is manifested for Mr. 
McCormiek, who was so soon afterward to 
be made the means of the death of the little 
drummer boy. This letter implores the pa- 
rents to write to Mr, McCormiek, because he 
.had said he should like to hear from them. 
The father of the boy had never seen him. 
The mother had been introduced to him on 
the ship, where she went to take leave of her 
son. 
. We insert one more letter from the boys : 

Annapolis, Hd.» Mat 26, 1861. 

Deab Mother and Father, — ^Tour littlei 
Clarry sits and writes this to you — hop- 
ing that this may find you and the rest of 
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the family in the enjoyment of good health, 
as the same leaves me in at present. 

Please tell me the number of Elisha Hen- 
flhaw's house — ^^my little playmate — as 1 
fihould like very much to write to him. 

"We have a prayer meeting every night at 
our new quarters. Our new quarters are 
situated in the same building where the 
Band was stationed. We like them first 
rate — ^have good living — and cannot com- 
plain. 

As it is near parade time, I shall have to 
stop here. Please give my love to all, and 
to yourselves. 

Brother William is quite well. Please 
write me a letter. No more at present. I 
remain your affectionate son, 

Clarence. 

P. S. — ^Please, dear mother, send me on 
another cake. The boys took it all from me 
— that is a dear good mother. Your 

Claret. 
P. S. — ^I am going to send you one of our 
crackers, for a sample of what we get. 

Clarence. 
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The above is given without alteration or 
emendation, and from it can be derived some 
impressions of the natural and religious 
character of little Clarence, the drummer 
\y:>y. His love for the prayer meeting is 
specially note worthy. 
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3\ut, 



Last letter to his Mother. — Letter from an Officsr.— 
"What will my poor Mother say?" — Sends bis pregI' 
ous Bible to her.—- Last gift. — No fear of Dyixg.— 

Ck>MMENDS IIIMSELF TO GoD. — LaST PraYER. — SiMFLl 

Faith. — ^Unoomterted neter feel it. 



9. Thus do we walk with him, and keep unbroken 

The bond which nature gives : 
Trusting that our remembrance though unspoken^ 

May reach him where he is. 

10 Not as a child shall we again behold him. 
For when with raptures wild, 
In our embraces we again enjoy him. 
He will not be a child. 
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CHAPTEE V. 



The following, bo far as we can ascertain^ 
was the last letter, which poor Clarence ev«r 
wrote to his mother. If there were others 
of a later date, we have not been able to 
find thorn : 

AiTNAPOUi^ Hd., Mat 2S, 1861. 

My deab Father and Mother, — ^I arrived 
m this place on Friday. I was sick a little, 
but have got over it, and am very well now. 
I hope you and all the folks are the same. T 
had a very good time, and have now. 

Dear mother, do not ciy for me, for I am 
well off, and I hope to return to you in three, 
months or sooner. There has not been much 
fighting here. I do not think we will have 
to go to Washington, but we will be in the 
N"avy Yard until further orders. 
(«) 
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The men and the boys are kind to me, and 
I sleep with Captain Balsdon. So you see I 
am well provided for. It is very hot out 
here. I go around in my shirt sleeves almost 
all the time. It is a very nice place out 
here, and I like it first rate, but it is not like 
being at home with you. But it will not be 
long before I shall come. I hope to find tliat 
you have not worried for me. If you write 
to me a letter tell me how you all are, and 
direct to me. From your son, 

• Clarence D. McKenzie. 

Who, that reads the foregoing letter, wiT. 
fail to see the simple earnestness of love 
which it manifests. 

The poor boy fears that his mother will 
"worry" about him, and in this letter he 
recounts all the little pleasant things which 
he can think of to pacify a mothei^s anxiety. 
He knew very well that his mother did not 
wish him to go. She had opposed it and 
mourned about it all along. She wept bit- 
terly when she parted with him, and seemed 
to have a mother's presentiment that she 
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shonld never see him again. In all his letters 
he was particularly anxious that his mother's 
fears should be allayed. How affectionately 
and tenderly he weaves together the consid- 
erations which he hopes will calm her fears. 

"When at home, this little boy never had 
any thing but kind words for his mother. — 
His face always wore for her a smile. His 
little feet were always swift to run at her 
command, and his little hands were always 
willing and obedient to her call. 

Clarence had a deep and fervent love for 
his parents. This was known to all around 
him, who were acquainted with the family. 
We have seen and conversed with those, who 
were impartial witnesses to his devotedness. 

We introduce below an extract from a let 
ter, wliich is one of the fairest proofs of the 
love of a little boy for his mother. It is as 
I follows : 

Annapolis, Md.^ Mat 4, 1861. 

Mrs. McKen^ie, — Clarence says he is well, 
#»ad has got his hair cut short. He sends 
you a dollar, and wants you to write how 
6* 
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you get along, and tell him if you want any 
more. He says that he is never without 
money, as he gets a lot of belts of the men, 
and takes a pail and goes, and with the real 
of the drummers, has fun in washing them, 
and then the men give him money. This 
keeps him in pocket money all the time. He 
says be sure and write to him as quick as 
Capt. Strang gives this to you, so that he 
may know what to do. Give my love to the 
Sunday school. I cannot think of any more. 

This is a beautiful manifestation of affec- 
tion and concern for the happiness of a dear 
mother. 

Another letter lies before us, from which 
ai'e similar proofs of the attachment of this 
dear boy to his home. From this, the novel- 
ty and bustle of a camp could not seduce 
him. In all his letters he cheered his parents 
with assurances of his love, and gave them 
promise that he would soon be home. 

Yes he was soon to be home — how little 
he knew it — soon to be in his heavenly 
home. 
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Headquabtkbs 13th Regiment, N. T. S. If. 
Annapolis, June 12tHj 1861. 

I am sorry to have to record another death 
in our regiment by the accidental discharge 
of a gun. One of the members of Company 
B, being short of a musket, borrowed one 
that belonged to one of the other members 
who was acting as cook, and which was 
loaded, though unknown to him at the time. 
A few moments previous to drill he wan 
practising the manual in the drummer^e 
quarters, and in coming to a charge bayonet 
his hand struck the hammer of his piece, 
forcing it down — although he says it was half- 
cocked — and discharging it, the ball striking 
Clarence McKenzie in the back, passing 
through and out at the stomach, and finaHy 
striking against a brick wall with such force 
as to break out part of the brick: he lived 
some two hours and was sensible, though 
part of the time unable to speak. The news 
flew through the camp — as all bad news 
does — ^like wildfire, and soon a crowd collect- 
ed around the quarters of Company B, where 
lie was lying, anxious to get the partieolarii 
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and when his death was announced they 
wended their way to their rooms with sad- 
dened hearts. His body was on view during 
the evening, and througii the kindness of 
some of the ladies of Annapoh's, who suppli- 
ed us with flowers, was very prettily laid 
out and looked quite natural, his counte- 
nance having changed but little. During 
the night it was packed in an ice box, and 
this morning sent on to Brooklyn with an es- 
cort of four men under command of Captain 
Balsdon, in whose company the drummer 
was enlisted. As the coffin was taken from 
tlie drummer's quarters, preceded by the 
balance of the drum corps and a fifer play- 
ing the slow and solemn tune of the dead 
march, the other companies of the regiment 
fell into line and followed it to the cars. The 
music was beautiful, yet sad, and many a 
man, who would not flinch on the field of 
battle, shed tears over the reinains of pool 
Clarence. He was the smallest in the corps 
and liked by every one who knew him, being 
well behaved, always in good spirits, and 
ready and willing to do whatever was asked 
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of Iiitn ; his comrade drummers and the drum- 
major were very much affected ; they could 
not have felt worse had he been their own 
brother. A brother of his went on with the 
l)ody, and probably will remain in Brooklyn, 
as I understand this is the second boy his 
parents have lost within a short time, and 
they prefer to keep the remaining one home. 
His drum, knapsack, &c., has been tastily 
hung with crape and wreaths of flowers out 
of respect by his comrades. Another of Cap- 
tain Balsdon's (Company D) men accidently 
discharged his pistol this morning, but for- 
tunately hurt no one, another man of the 
same company fainted in the ranks yesterday 
evening. A strange fatality seems to hang 
over this company, as so far all accidents, 
but one, have occurred among them. 

Wq subjoin an extract from another letter 
of the same date, which shows very conclu- 
sively that, the little drummer boy was held 
in high estimation by the men of the regi 
laent: 
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Since writing, a sad and mournful accident 
has happened in the q^uarters of Company B, 
which was purely accidental — the shooting 
one of our drummer boys, which has thrown 
the whole garrison into mourning. He was 
a splendid boy, and a great favorite in the 
garrison, beloved by every one who knew 
him. He was one of the drummer boys, who 
went on our expedition, and manfully beat 
his drum at the head of his marching column. 
We sympathize with his beloved parents in 
their bereavement. Poor Captain Balsdon 
felt bad, and was much grieved at the loss 
of his kind and always cheerful drummer 
boy. The men were moved to tears this 
morning when the funeral cortege moved 
towards the cars for transportation to New 
York, his companions beating the dead 
march, at the same time moved to tears; 
it was a melancholy sight. All the di*ummer 
boys are well ; there cannot be a better set 
of boys found in the State of New York ; 
they are well drilled in the art of drumming 
by the drum major, who is a man of great 
eicperience, having seen service in the regu* 
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lar army. We are anxiously awaiting tfan 
return of Company C, Captain Dodge, and 
Company E, Captain Jones, from the ex- 
pedition they went on yesterday; the de- 
tachment is under the command of Major 
Morgan. Respectfully, yours, 
Oliver Cotter, 

Ist Lieot Co. F, 18th Begi. 

The following letter, written in the camp 
of the regiment, from which Clarence was so 
suddenly and unexpectedly summoned, to 
to the respected Superintendent of the St. 
Ann's Sunday School, will be read with deep 
interest : 

Thirteenth Bbgimbnt GAMPf 
NEAR Baltimore, June \9, '61. 

E. D. Mathews, Esq., Brooklyn : 

Dear Sir, — ^Yours of the 15th was handed 
me this morning, and it is with great plea* 
sure 1 comply with your request, to furnish 
you with any information, regarding our la- 
mented little drummer boy — Clarence D. 
McKenzie. 
My acquaintance with him began here^ 
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and being attracted by his truly lovely char- 
acter and disposition, as often as I could I 
tried to talk with him. It was our first night 
out from New York that I saw him, with 
two others of our drummers, on the wheel- 
house, and took the opportunity of going up 
to see them. They had been reading their 
Bibles together, and on talking with them 
about leaving home, he showed so lovely and 
childlike disposition, I thought it a pity that 
ho should be with us, to bear the hardships, 
arid be exposed to the dangers incumbent 
upon our position, and for which he seemed 
8o slightly adapted. 

He spoke sweetly about bidding his moth- 
er " good bye," saying he could say " good 
bye" to all : but when it came to his mother 
he said, with an expression of face and shake 
of the head I shall never forget, and which 
1 remember as well as at this very moment, 
" that was hard for meP 

I spoke with them a little while, when they 
went to their quarters, bidding me good 
night. He was connected witli a different 
company from the one to which I belong 
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and I saw him but seldom. He was a fa- 
vorite with every one, old and young. 

I have talked with his Captain, and Lieut. 
Col. Clark this morning, and some of his com- 
rades, and will give you what I was able to 
learn. Captain Balsdon and his officers all 
spoke very highly of him as a pious, dear little 
feilow. He slept every night with his cap- 
tain, and never did he lie down without read- 
ing his Bible and saying his prayers. Ho 
often read his Bible during the day, and in all 
his intercourse with his playmates in the 
drum corps they tell me he was always good, 
kind and obliging. Witty and lively among 
them, they all loved him, as their feelings 
showed after he was shot. 

The Drum Major was almost heart broken. 
He told me he was one of his best pupils, and 
he, with all who knew him, confirmed the 
one opinion of what a good boy he was. 

Lieut. Colonel Clark says, the second night 
out Hom New York, he found him asleep some 
whete on the deck. It being chilly and 
damp he woke him, and said, " Clarence, 
jvii will take cold, and be sick, if you lie 
7 
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here.'' He wondered that his father and 
mother would let him come with the regi- 
ment 

He took him down to his state-room, and 
put him to bed. When unbuttoning his 
jacket his Bible fell out. He said, ^^01ai> 
rence, what is that ? " 

" Oh/' said he, « That is my Bible. TJujA 
vnll carry me through,^'* 

Before lying down, he kneeled down and 
prayed. And the Colonel, who is a worldly 
man, said that it affected him very mueh. 
Even now, when thinking about him, he can- 
not speak about him without choking. This 
was the case this morning when talking of 
him to me. 

I do not think he attended the prayer 
meetings, as I nev^ «aw him there. And 
not doubting his inclinations, his duties were 
such as would prevent his being there at 
Ihat time. 

Tou know the circumstances attendant 
upon his being shot, a detailed account of 
which was published in the "Brooklyn 
Eagle" a few days since ; I can add but litUei 
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He was conscious until he died. He did 
not shed a tear, but was perfectly calm and 
collected through it all. He was apparently 
free from pain until a short time before he 
died, when his bowels pained him. He said, 
** My dear doctor, what can you do for thk 
pain in my stomach ?'' 

He called for some of his friends, when he 
knew he was going to die, and bade them 
" good bye." He forgave the boy who shot 
nim, and did not wish him to think he had 
any hard feelings against him, knowing it to 
have been purely accidental. 

The Captain asked him a few moments 
before he died, " if he wished to send any 
message to his parents?" He said, "Tdl 
them I am near dying ; that is all." His 
Captain told him to pray God to receive his 
soul, when he said : 

" Oh I my dear God, I hope you will let 
me live a little longer, that I may be better.^ 

His Captain said he could not live long, 
and again urged him to pray. He said : 

" Oh ! my dear God, I hope you will save 
my sotd." 
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After this lie said but little, if any thing, 
and his last word was, when his Captain 
said, " Clarence,** to inow if he still lived 
and was conscious, he faintly answered— 
" yes" — and throwing his arms over his face, 
and turning on his left side, he expired very 
easily. 

This is all I can say, but to repeat, that in 
his death we felt a great loss. The gloom 
cast over the camp was plainly visible in 
every face. Tears were shed, and strong 
hearts melted, on the morning when we fol- 
lowed him to the cars, that were to carry his 
lifeless remains to those who loved him most 
tenderly. His life and death will form a 
most desirable subject for a book for the 
young, and it is with the greatest pleasure I 
send you what little I know of one, who, 
though so young, was so good, and kind, and 
combined so many qualities of a truly 
lovely character. All I have written is 
well authenticated. 

Truly God moves in a mysterious way, 
and in this death it is almost difficult to feel 
that it was best. But we know tliat He 
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doeth all tliingB well. And let us pray that 
the little drummer boy's untimely death 
may be sanctified to the conversion of many 
sinners. With regards, I am, 
Very truly yours, 

John F. Plummeb, 

CaG^lSthRegftN.Y.aii 

The writer of the foregoing letter suppos- 
ed that Clarence did not attend the daily 
prayer meeting of the regiment. We have 
seen two letters written to his mother, in both 
of which he speaks of having attended the 
prayer meetings, and the deep interest, 
which he felt in them. 

One of the last things which he did, wag 
to send his Bible to his mother, whom he 
loved so much — so much that it was the 
hardest task he ever did in his life to bid her 
" good bye." May that Bible prove to be 
as precious to the mother as it was to the 
son. And may she be able to say in the^ 
same implicit trust and confidence, ^^ JTiia 
milcarrtfme thrauffhJ^ His words to Lieut» 
Col. Clark when bis Bible fdl from his bosom 
7* 
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to the deck, mid the officer inquired what it 
waft were: "This m my Bible— this wnx 

OASBT HK THBOUOh/' 

"HoljrBiblel Book diyine! 
Precious treasure I thou ar^ mixie.'* 

Clarence was shot, by which he received 
a mortal wound on Jnne 11, by a soldier. 
He was the best friend he had in the regiment, 
and it was one of those painful casualties, 
which have been of frequent occurrence in 
the army, resulting from the careless hand- 
ling of fire arms. The soldier was in the 
act of handling a gun which he had borrow- 
ed for the time being, and with which he waa 
practicing some portions of the manual of 
anns, when the lock of the gun caught in 
tiie leg of his pantaloons, by which the ham- 
taet was dtawn back and the gun was dis- 
charged. The soldier had not the remotest 
idea that the gun was loaded until that mo- 
ment. 

Clarence was setting down by the side of 
another drummer, on a hard pavement with 
Ufi baek toward a brick wall, and verf near 
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it The supposition is that the ball struck 
the floor, thence glancing to the wall, and 
from that rebounding it passed in the back 
of the little boy, through his body, and came 
out at the front, near the navel, and lodged 
in his clothes. 

The first word Clarence uttered after re- 
ceiving the mortal wound was, " Oh, what 
will my poor mother say ? " He lingered, as 
has been ascertained, for two hours, when 
his spirit took its upward flight to its eternal 
rest in heaven. 

We have given above one version of the 
manner in which the ball entered the body. 
The accounts are somewhat conflicting. 
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CHAPTER VL 



Lettxb fbox a Soldier. — ^Lettkb fbom thx Friend who 

SHOT HDL — ^DeSPONDENOT. — ^LOOKS FOB TUB LiTTLE DbUX- 

BoT IN VAIN. — Consolation. * 



11. Bat in fair manhood, in his Father^s mansion, 

Clothed -with celestial grace. 
And beautifal, with all the soul expression 
Shall we behold his face. 

12. Bright as a seraph — singing with the angelt 

The eyerlasting song, 
To Him who loyed ns, and by his blood redeemed ni, 
His endless praise prolong. 
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XXTBAOT FBOH A LSTTES FROM A BOLDIBB. 

Co. a ISth REODCBarr, N. Y. S. M 
Annapolis, Md., Junk 12, 1861. 

"My Deab Sm: The past two or three 
days have been gloomy days in our camp.— 
Monday one of the men in onr Eegiment, a 
Kvely, happy young man, was killed with his 
own musket in his own hands. Last evening 
one of our drummers was killed by a man 
who was going tlirough the manual of arms, 
when the musket went off, shooting the little 
boy, who was writing a letter to his mother. 
The ball entered the bowels and went out of 
his back, striking the wall a shapeless mass 
of lead. He lived only two or three hours. 
This morning we formed a line and escorted 
his remains to the cars to be taken to his 
bereaved mother. It was a melancholy sights 
(»> 

Digitized by VjOOQlC 



84 THE LTTTLE DBUICMEB BOY. 

and every man felt the loss. He was ex- 
ceedingly popular among the men." 

Promptly the body of the little drum- 
mer boy was sent forward to his bereaved 
parents, and being packed in ice, was in a 
good state of preservation when it arrived. 
The superintendent of the school was the first 
to be permitted to look upon that beautiful 
face, of all the citizens who gathered on the 
arrival of the remains. It was the same 
man, who had given the Bible, which was 
so precious a boon to Clarence. 

The following letter was written to the be- 
reaved parents by the man, who was the 
cause of the death of the dear little boy : 

BALTDiOBE, Mo., JUNX 19, 1861. 

Deas Mb. and Mbs. MoXenzib : — ^WitK 
an aching heart I sit down to indite to you 
what I trust to be a few lines of consolation. 
Too well I know, however, the futility of any 
attempt on my part to fill the vast void oc- 
casioned in your hearts by the loss of one scu 
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cbar, BO beloved by all, as was your Clar- 
ence. But was I not to express to you by 
thus writing, my sincere and heartfelt sym- 
pathy, which I entertain for you in your great 
bereavement, I should consider myself as 
unworthy of your forgiveness, and should 
only feel too miserable for existence. And 
as you have already forgiven me, so may God 
also forgive me, in all that I have erred and 
strayed. As you have been informed of this 
most fatal occurrence, I will not cause you 
any fresh pain by dwelling at length upon 
the same. 

This I would say, that no one can feel 
worse next to yourselves than I do. You 
can have but little conception of the great 
agony of feeling that I have suffered during 
the last few days, and I can scarcely write 
this from heaviness of heart. None loved 
Clarence, dear Clarence, more than I, and 
oh, God knows that could I but bring him 
back to life again, I would give, did 1 pos- 
sess it, the whole world and all it contains. 

Even now, dear bereaved ones, I can 
banily realize it, so much like a dream does 
8 
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it appear ; often, very often, do I look, buk 
in yain, among the drum corps for that dear 
child, and how many times I sigh for his 
presence, Gtod is my witness. How often 
did dear Clarence come to my quarters to see 
me, and oh, how happy was I to meet hinot 
with his light happy heart and way, free 
from all sin and guile I Kothing used to give 
me more real pleasure than to grasp his dear 
little hand in mine and press it with affec 
tion. 

With what pleasure used I to listen to hia 
little conversings, and never, never, as long 
as life within me lasts, shall I forget his last 
dying look and words, " dear Jesus forgive 
him," uttered in a tone of love and pity, and 
I feel that with a breaking heart I shall go 
to an early grave. The misery that I have 
and still endure no one but He, the searcher 
of every heart, can know ; and had that dear 
boy been my own brother I could not weep 
more sorrowfully, and as I have the know* 
ledge of your forgiveness, may God forever 
bless you and yours. 

But please remember, dear friends, while 
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0(HTOwing for the lost one, that Ood in hig 
wise Providence has thought it best to re- 
move from this world of sin and sorrow, 
your dearest boy. He fore-ordained that he 
should die, and die the death he did, though 
hard as it may seem to us all ; and though 
you were not present to hear that voice once 
more, ere it had ceased forever on earth, 
though you were not there to close those eyes 
and kiss those lips, yet know, oh dear ones 
in sorrow, that the ways of Providence are . 
mysterious, but were to some good end and 
purpose, and no man knoweth what a day 
may bring forth. 

Let me refer your bereaved hearts for con- 
solation to the passage of Scripture 1 Timothy 
sixth chapter and 7th verse and Job 1 : 21. 

"We brought nothing into this world, and 
it is certain that we can carry nothing out. 
The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken away, 
blessed be the name of the Lord." — Also "So 
teach us to number our days, that we may 
apply our hearts unto wisdom." Again in 
Bevelation 14: 13. "I heard a voice from 
heaven saying unto me, Write, from hence- 

• 
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forth blessed are the dead who die in the 
Lord, even so saith the spirit, for they rest 
from their labors." 

Oh take comfort from this, for you know, 
dear ones, that your Clarence has gone to 
heaven, where he now is looking down upon 
us all, and praying for us to prepare our- 
selves to meet him in heaven; he was too 
good for this world, and God in his divine 
mercy took him from it. I know not how I 
* have written this, for my heart aches for you 
too much for writing very particular, and 
therefore I beg you to pardon this. 

Eest assured that my heart and sympathy 
will always be with you, my prayers also ; 
and if there is any thing that I can do for 
you that will in any way relieve your suf- 
fering hearts, I will do so with the greatest 
pleasure. 

I would fain dwell longer upon the name 
of dear Clarence, for it is sweet in sound to 
me, and whenever I think upon it, I see him 
only in that bright world above, enjoying 
that happiness that is never known upon 
earth, whilst he calls his dear father, mother 
and brother Willie to meet him in heaven. 
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It 18 my purpose, dear ones, with your per- 
mission, to write an eulogium on the early 
life and character of dear Clarence, and 
should any one desire a copy to read, I tnist 
that its teachings will prove a holy example 
for all to take pattern from, especially the 
young, that they may so live that like him 
they may, when called from this world, depart 
to their heavenly home, there to meet their 
once fellow playmate. 

Captain Balsdon and Willie arrived safely 
at Baltimore this Tuesday morning, 19th inst. 
I am very happy to again see him, and I 
will care for him as for a brother. ^ 

Dear Captain Balsdon has been very kind 
to me indeed, and I feel very grateful to him. 

William is quite well and sends his love 
to you. He likes dwelling under tents very 
much, it being quite novel to him. 

Praying that you will look to a higher 
power for succor in this your great affliction 
and praying for myself for this blessing, 

I remain your most humble servant, 

Wm. L, McCormiok. 

8» 
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We have heard from a variety of sources 
that the writer of the above letter continnes 
borne down under a burden of grief, that he 
slionld be the instrument of the untimely 
death of the little friend to whom he was so 
tenderly attached. It was a sad casualty, 
viewed in any light whatever, and a calami- 
ty which sent a thrill of horror to many 
hearts. 

The value of a blessing, in our estimation 
of it, depends on the light in which it is 
viewed, and the considerations, against which 
it is weighed. Who now, standing beside 
the boy, whose life was ebbing rapidly away, 
would have had Clarence David McEenzio 
less attached to his Sunday school? Who 
would have had him love that Bible lessi 
Who would have him less earnest and con- 
stant in prayer ? Even his thoughtless fel- 
low-soldiers loved to recount the bright ex- 
amples, which he had set them, and express 
the hope that it is all well now with the 
Little Drummer Boy. 
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CHAPTER VIL 



% Still |0rar™|0ttr of 



Thbbk O'clock. — Constebnation.— Dies nc Bia CAPTAiyi 
Arms.— Tbleoraph. — ^Fair bands bedeck with Flow* 
EB8.— Squad of Soldiers. — Home. — Bitter anguish. — 
Calling or Strangers, who protb to be Friends.-— 
The Sleeper. — Ice CJoffin. — Stars and Stripes. — Mili- 
tary Dre8s.-^Bible. — Con yersation. — Recognition. — 
Met six tears before. — Same little Boy. — Entbesd 
THE Hbayenly Gates. — Going out no more. 



18. And though at times impetuous with emotion, 
And anguish long suppressed, 
The swelling heart heaves, moaning like the oceui. 
That cannot be at rest. 

14. We will be patient ; and assuage the feeling, 
We may not wholly stay ; 
By nlence sanctifying — not concealing 
The grief that must have way. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The little Drummer was shot abont three 
o^clock in the afternoon of June 11th. Tlie 
time which he lived is variously estimated 
by different persons ; but as nearly as we 
can ascertain, he lived not more than two 
hours. Some say it was not so long. All 
was bustle and excitement and dismay about 
the quarters where he received his death 
wound. Men and women running — some 
to make inquiries — some to lend assistance 
— some with nothing special in view, except 
to obey the common impulses of humanity. 

In his Captain's arms, the little Drummer 
had breathed his life away. Tliey laid him 
down on his pallet, still in sleep — the last, 
long sleep — ^the sleep of death. But a few 
hours before he had met some of his Brook- 

(M) 
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lyn friends, in full health — charmed "vrith 
hearing from his beloved home. He was 
playful, and joyful, and happy, as young life 
would make him. Especially was he happy 
with good tidings from home ; for he loved 
home with all the ardor of his affectionate 
nature. Tlie noon of that day, had been to 
him the high noon of happiness. Home was in 
his heart and mind. Home to him — ^humble as 
it was — had attractions far above any other 
spot on earth. He seems to have had a deep 
affection for his mother. She had been very 
much opposed to his going with the regi- 
ment. She expressed the fear that he would 
be killed, and she should never see him again. 
She had so said many times, with a woman's 
and a mother's fear. 

"Oh no! nol mother," ho would say: 
" I am only a little boy — ^they will not want 
to shoot me." Tims he would try to pacify 
her. The father had not only been willing, 
but ratlier anxious that his son should go.— 
He knew that this was a favorite regiment 
— that many good men were going — that it 
was an honorable post for his little boy to 
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occupy, and that if cut down, lie would die 
in the cause of his country. He had some 
little pride and patriotism in the matter of 
Clarence's going. He thought it would be 
such an honor to him, in after life, to have 
it to say, that he went forth at the call of 
his country, when only twelve years old to 
uphold the Government, the Constitution 
and the Laws. He was willing to give up 
his boys to the service. 

But not so the mother. She opposed it 
from the first and all along. Her little boy 
was so young — would be so exposed — there 
gathered about his path, in her view, so 
many dangers, that she did all she could to 
testify, in all suitable vfays her disapproba- 
tion. She seemed to have a mother's pre- 
sentiment that he would never come home 
alive. So she expressed herself to all, and 
to her little boy himself. Many times did 
Clarence endeavor to reassure her, by saying 
something like this : 

" Oh ! do not be afraid, mother, I am such 
a little boy, that they will not try to shoot 
me. Besides it is only for three months, and 
I shall soon be home again." 
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There lay tlie little sleeper on his lowly 
bed. The question soon arose how to get liim 
home? For the first impression — the most 
prompt tribute of humane feeling was — 
this boy must be carried home to his parents. 
But how should the tidings be broken to 
their ears, that Clarence was dead ? The in^ 
exorable telegraph, which tells many such 
events, which throws families and communi- 
ties into mourning, was to bear to them the 
sad intelligence, that their beloved little 
Clarence was no more. From Annapolis, 
Maryland, came the dreadful tidings — flash- 
ed along the wires — ^which smote their minds 
like a thunderbolt. It was like a shot 
through the heart. , 

There were other tidings, which were to 
be more slow in following— -how that Clar- 
ence had left behind him the most indubita- 
ble evidence that he had died a Christian 
boy. That Bible was to come back with 
him, bearing marks of careful reading. — 
Through the truth he had been sanctified, 
according to the prayer of the precious Sa- 
viom* himself, and had been made meet foi 



,y Google 



THE UTTLE DBUMMBB BOY. 97 

the kingdom of heaven. Tidings were to 
come of his fidelity to the command of Jesns. 

" Search the Scriptures. For in them ye 
think ye have eternal life, and tliey are they, 
which testify of me." 

How dih'gently he had read that little 
Bible, he had told them in his letters. But 
they weie to hear the voices of witnessea, 
who had been with him in the camps. 

The fair form of this beautiful boy was 
soon arrayed in a suitable habiliittait for 
transportation home. He was laid out in a 
handsome manner. Fair hands of sympa- 
thizing ladies in Annapolis — God bless them 
for it — ^brought flowers to bedeck the bed of 
the handsome Drummer Boy. All vied with 
the men, to show their respect and apprecia- 
tion. Then the body was laid in an ice cof- 
fin, and every thing was made ready for a 
speedy departure under an escort of his Cap- 
tain — Company D — and four men, accom- 
panied by his older brother Willie, who was 
also a drummer boy in the same regiment 

In due time they brought a box to the 
door of an humble two story frame house in 
9 
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Liberty street, Brooklyn. An express wa^n 
stood before the entrance way. Out of it the 
box was lifted, and into that little parlor the 
box was carried. It contained .all that re- 
mained to that father and mother of that 
dutiful, beautiful boy, Clarence David Mo- 
Kenzie. It was in this very room that Clar^ 
ence had shown his Bible, as a gift from the 
Superintendent of his Sunday school, so much 
respected and beloved. Mr. J. S. Madrin is 
of the Lawrence Street Presbyterian Church 
Sunday school. It was in that very room he 
had told his mother how he cried, and how 
the Superintendent had cried, and how all 
the school cried when that precious Bible 
was given to him. It was in this very room 
that he had said to her, " Mother, I must 
read to you one chapter in my Bible before 
I go." It was here he had essayed to chase 
away her woman's fears, and soothe a mother's 
anguish, by assuring her he should soon come 
back again, and when she exclaimed in deep 
distress, " Oh ! Clarence, you will never come 
back again," he had said, " Oh mother I do 
not be afraid. I am so small a boy they 
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will BDt try to shoot me, and I shall soon 
eome back again." 

He had come back. But oh I how chang- 
ed. The men with quiet steps and gentle 
hands, deposited the box on chairs, under 
the front windows. The father stood by as 
one stupefied with wonder and amazement. 
The poor mother was carried away with a 
perfect torrent of phrenzied feeling and fran- 
tic despair. Her worst fears and presenti- 
ments had been realized. It was a dreadful 
blow to that mother. We do not wonder 
at it. 

There was a brute mourner too, whose 
mournings and distress were very touching. 
Clarence had a small terrier dog, to which 
he was very much attached, and the dog 
was the constant companion of his young 
master. He followed him, and was obedient 
to his command, almost as if he had reason. 
Clarence had taught him much, and no 
brute could manifest more attachment for a 
human being than this little dog did for the 
little boy. When he was going away, in a 
playfal manner he made him stand on his 
hind lesrs beside him, and said to him : 
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" Now, Jack, I have jnst one word to say 
to you — ^you be a good dog till I come back/' 

The little dog seemed to comprehend the 
whole case in a moment. He pawed at the 
h'd. He moaned and howled around the ice 
coffin. At last he lay. down beside it, and 
nothing could driye him from his place. He 
seemed to say, " I know that my young mas- 
ter is dead and his body is in here." There 
he lay, and, as much as a brute could do, 
manifested his attachment to him. We 
think this little fact worth mentioning, be- 
cause it sheds some light on the disposition 
and character of this little boy. Rowland 
Hill has said, " No man can become a Chris- 
tian and his dog and his cat not know it." — 
This is not to be taken literally. But the 
meaning is, that there would be such a dif- 
ference in his treatment of the brute creation 
in consequence of the change, that even the 
dog and the cat would feel it. The natural 
feelings of Clarence were of the gentle kind. 
His treatment of his wonderfully sagacious 
little dog was an exemplifica^on of this trait 
in his character. 
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The house was indeed a house of mourn 
ing. There were the brother and the little 
sisters of Clarence, who had been his family, 
day school, and Sunday school companions. 
It is a family of sweet and happy little child- 
ren. The Mission Sunday school and other 
Sunday schools in which they had received 
instruction, had done every thing for them. 
A man accustomed to Sunday schools, would 
need to be with them but a little time, to be 
deeply impressed in that regard. 

Soon as it became known that the body 
of Clarence had been brought home, among 
the persons who called was the little boy's 
old superintendent and teacher, Mr. Plum- 
mer. This was the gentleman who met the 
brother of Clarence at the pump on a bright 
Sunday morning in March, 1855, and by 
whom both the brothers and a little sister 
were gathered into the John Street Mission 
school, near the foot of Bridge street, close by 
the East River side. Mr. Plummer had lost 
all trace of the family. The family had re- 
moved from the neighborhood, and the 
children had been gone three years. Where 
9* 
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they were he knew not — whether dead or 
alire he knew not. They had entirely gone 
out of his memory — these little wandering 
children, removing their Sunday school con- 
nection, as often as their parents removed 
from one place to another. 

Mr Plummer had a son in the same regi- 
ment, and having his sympathies excited in 
behalf of this family, who had been visited 
with this deep affliction, he called to express 
to them his sorrow. He was accompanied 
by his daughter — ^the same young lady who 
had been the teacher of the little sister of 
Clarence, and who, because she was so little, 
had often led her home, and carried her in' 
arms to the upper story of a tenement four 
story building in Bridge street near John 
street. On entering the house, neither of 
these individuals had any idea that they had 
ever seen these parents before. They were 
now in much more comfortable circumstanc- 
es than they had ever been while they knew 
them in Bridge street, from three to six years 
ago. They did not know that this was the 
father who had said to them that his children 
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might go to their Mission school. They did 
Bot know that this was the mother, who 
flometimes came, with her little children, and 
sat, a spectator of the Sunday school exer- 
cises. They had no idea that they had ever 
seen these people before. They met on both 
wdes as strangers. When they knocked at 
the door, a man came in his shirt sleeves and 
let them in. It was the father of Clarence, 
Mr. McKenzie. 

"Can we see the little Drummer of the 
Thirteenth Eegiment t " was asked. 

" I have strict orders," said Mr. McKenzie, 
" from the undertaker to let no one see him 
till this afternoon, when he will be put in 
his coffin. But you can come in and see all 
t&ere is to be seen," said the father of the 
boy, and they entered. In the little front 
room stood the ice box, in which the child, 
BO recently full of activity lay, in his icy sur- 
roundings. All was covered by our glorious 
national ensign — ^the stripes and stars, whose 
folds have quietly rested over many a brave, 
stm heart, whose beatings have ceased while 
protecting it. Who would ask a more hal«- 
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lowed winding sheet? Upon it lay his regi- 
mental ca|), also his jacket, and in his sleeves 
were placed the drumsticks, which in hiat 
busy hands had so frequently performed their 
duty, sounding at intervals the reveillie, the 
tat-too, and the stimng long roll. There was 
placed the faded wreath, a gift from the kind 
hearted wife of the colonel, which was woven 
of beautiful flowers immediately after his 
death, and had been sent with him from An* 
aapolis. 

Tliere lay his Bible, for the child had rest- 
ted upon its promises in life, and now had 
gone to prove their faithfulness. And upon 
the end was laid the little soldier's overcoat. 
It was a ead sight, never to be forgotten. 

Tlie visitors told the father that they had 
fieen his child a few days previous, and when 
he was alive and well, at Annapolis. 

" Did you ? " «aid he, " then I will call my 
wife." 

The brother, also a drummer for the regi- 
ment, who had returned home in comptay 
with those who came in charge of tlwi 
body of Clarence, left the room for hia 
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mother. Before they saw her, they heard 
her disturbed cries, and she entered 4;he room 
supported tenderly by her remaining son. — 
Tin-owing herself into a chair, her grief be- 
eaine uncontrollable. And while writhing in 
agony, and wringing her hands, she sobbe<l 

out, " Oh my poor boy my poor boy ! " 

Upon telling her that they had recently seen 
her child, her grief was hushed, so eager was 
fihe to learn any thing of her heart's lost 
treasure. But her sorrow was not long to be 
controlled. And again she moaned. Turn- 
ing to them she said : 

" He said to me when he went away, — 
* Mother, do not cry for me. No one will 
shoot me. I am only a little drummer boy.' '' 

" Every body loved him," continued the 
mourning mother. "His captain promised 
to take good care of him, and so he has. He 
has slept in his bed every night." 

These, with other exclamations burst from 
her stricken breast. 

The father was pacing the room. He 
brought to them an ambrotype of his little 
boy. The little fellow, with a smiling face, 
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was standing by the side of his drnm. He 
brought also his little dog. And the father 
showed how he had stood his pet up before 
liim, and bid him be a good dog till he 
should eome back again. Then he showed 
his visitors' his Bible, which was presented 
to him by his Sunday school superintendent, 
Mr. Madrin, and which had never been 
away from him a moment since he had left 
home. The parents spoke of him as being a 
dear, good child, and all his loveliness made 
it so much the harder to lose him. Some 
other conversation passed, and they were 
bidding these parents good by, and were just 
going to leave. Suddenly a kind of distant 
familiarity with the face of that mother 
seemed to strike one of these visitors. They 
looked at the father. Memory was calling 
him to jecoUection. It seemed as if he had 
been seen before. One inquired, " Did your 
children ever attend the John Street Mission 
school?" 

"Yes." 

<< Had you a little daughter who was in a 
class there?" 
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"Yes." 

Then it was all clear. All was well re- 
membered on both sides. The father of 
the little boy said, " Are you the President 
of the John Street Sunday school ? " 

Mr. Plummer said, " I was the Superin- 
tendent of that school." The niother re- 
membered the gentleman who carried the 
pail of water for her little boy up the stairs, 
to the fourth story of a tenement house from 
the pump in Bridge street, at the same time 
asking her if she would allow her children 
to go to the Mission Sunday school. She 
had wished she might again see the Presi- 
dent of that school, as she called the Super- 
intendent. Mr. Plummer told them he was 
the very man, whom they desired to see, 
and he remembered that the name of Clar 
ence D. McKenzie, his brother and sister 
were the first names which were enrolled 
upon their Mission books. Then all won- 
dered that memory should have been so 
slow to do her work. 

" Now,'* said Mr. McKenzie, " Ton shall 
see the face of my boy — ^you mv^i see him. 
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They told me not to open the box, but I 
must do it." The mother was very tenderly 
led from the room by her remaming boy, to 
get some breakfast, for she had refused to eat 
since the body of the little sleeper had been 
brought home. 

The father opening the box, they saw the 
face of the little Drummer. They remem- 
bered the child, and sad — very sad — seemed 
the accident that should deprive one so young 
and so lovely of life. They brought in the 
little girl whom the young lady, in her al- 
most baby life, had in her class, and had so 
often led home and carried in her arms, up 
stairs to her mother's room. It was pleasant 
to these individuals to find that though they 
had been lost sight of, and were not recog- 
nized on meeting again, they had been held 
in respectful and grateful, aflfectionate re- 
membrance. 

The call had been made, without the 
slightest apprehension that the little Drum- 
mer, shot by accident at Annapolis, in Mary- 
land, was the same little boy, who always 
behaved so well in the Sunday school, and 
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was 60 earnest in his attention that it seemed 
as if he would devour the words of the 
teacher* This early seed sowing was to be 
followed with a glorious harvest, of which 
the sowers should be witnesses. God had 
his own work to do — ^by his own instrumen- 
talities — and to finish it in his own time and 
way. A precious plant — ^blooming here for 
awhile, was to be transplanted into the celes- 
tial gardens, to bloom forever. A little trav- 
eler, over life's rugged journey, was soon to 
arrive at the gates of a glorious city — to en- 
ter in, " and go no more out forever." Hap- 
py little pilgrim 1 To wander no more— ^ 
housed forever in the upper sanctuary — safe 
— saved with an everlasting salvation. 

What now are all the mission toils in per- 
haps the hardest field in Brooklyn ? What 
now are all the discouragements of laboring 
in this neglected quarter? What now the 
want of promise of seed sowing on such a 
hard soil ? One sheaf has been gathered of 
the glorious harvest, which is to follow — 
borne by angels into the garner of the 
Tx>rd. 
10 
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"If any man thirst, let him come unto me 
and drink." 

" Hhn that cometh nnto me I will in no 
wise cast out." 

" Let the wicked forsake his ways, and the 
unrighteous man his thoughts, and let him 
return unto the Lord, who will have mercy 
upon him, and to our God, who will abun- 
dantly pardon." 

From these passages you see that it is not 
hard to find Christ if yon have found that 
you are sinners — lost and perishing. Christ 
says, " I came to seek and to save that which 
was lost." 

**I came not to call the righteous — ^but 
sinners — to repentance." 

If you are really looking for Christ in 
your prayers and in your readings of the 
Bible, you may always know that the Lord 
Jesus Christ is looking for you. If you feel 
that you are poor, lost, undone, miserable, 
perishing sinners, as you really are, it is not 
hard for you to find salvation in Christ. Be- 
lieve on him, as a Saviour, with all your 
heart, and you are saved. He saves to the 
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Uttermost. "There is no condemnation to 
them who are in Christ-Jesus." Oh I how 
abundant is his mercy 1 How mighty he is 
to save! You may have been a sinner 
ever so long, and yet he is willing and ready 
to save yon. Come to Jesus, just as you 
are! Come to Jesus now! Believing on 
him with all your heart, is coming to him. — 
Tlius you have salvation by simply believing 
on him. Not for believing — but because 
Christ has died for those who believe on him. 
Not one of them shall perish — neither shall 
any be able to pluck them out of his hand, 
Christ says so. And to him all p^ower is giv- 
en in heaven and earth, and they that believe 
in him shall never perish. Will you believe? 

We asked the brother of Clarence, who 
was also a drummer boy in the same com- 
pany with him : 

" Did Clarence ever neglect for one morn- 
ing or evening, after he went away, to read 
his Bible?" 

" Never," he answered. 

"Did he ever neglect any morning or 
nigtt to pray ?" 
10* 
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"Never." 

" Did the other dmrnmer boys ever ridi- 
cule him?" 

"Never." 

" Did you read your Bible and pray aft 
well as Clarence? " 

« Always." 

" Did they ridicule you?" 

« Often.'' 

" Why did they not ridicule Clarence aa 
well as you ? " 

" I suppose it was because he was such a 
little boy." 

The brother informed us that often the 
other boys endeavored to interfere with 
him and break up his devotions. But he 
always persevered in his duty. 

Wc had an interview with Captain Bals- 
don and Lieut. Strang, of Company D of the 
Thirteenth Eegiment, to which the little 
drummer belonged. It was with this Cap- 
tain that the little boy slept every night. — 
From both these gentlemen we derived much 
valuable information in regard to Clarenee* 
These officers say he was the {>et of the whdia 
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regiment. Every one knew liim and every 
one loved him. Tlie Captain said that he 
thinks that no one ever asked him to do any 
thing whatever, and he refused to do it. He 
was such an obliging little boy that he could 
not refuse. He was very affectionate in his 
disposition, and attached all to him by the 
unmistakable kindness and deep affection of 
his heart. It was no affectation. It was not 
put on for effect. It was real. He never 
addressed one of his superiors but he used 
some endearing epithet. He would always 
say, " My dear Captain," "My dear Colonel," 
" My dear Doctor." He was not only affec- 
tionate, but he was always perfectly respect- 
ful to all, and especially to his superiors. He 
would always use the word " Sir," when ad- 
dressing, or answering one above him in 
rank. So strong was his sense of propriety 
in this respect, that even when he was dying, 
and he could only pronounce one word at a 
breath, and simply answer in one word, as 
he might have done, he would say, " Yes" — 
and then pausing to take breath, he would 
add— "Sir"— or "No" "Sir." One of 
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these officers said that it was very affecting 
to see him carrying out, in his dying mo- 
ments, his sense of propriety in this re- 
gard. 

We made inquiries of Captain Balsdon. 
" Captain, did Clarence sleep with you ou 
ordinary occasions?'' 

" Ordinarily he did." 

" Did you ever hear him use profane or 
improper language of any kind ? " 

" Never a word." 

^^ Did he always read his Bible and pray, 
morning and evening ? " 

"Never failed." 

" What are your impressions, was it for 
form or because he loved to read his Bible 
and pray ? " 

" He really loved to read and pray." 

" What do you believe about him ? Was 
Clarence a Christian or not? So far as you 
can judge?" 

" Undoubtedly he was a Christian." 

So said both these officers as we were sit- 
ting by the table together, making and 
answering inquiries. 
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" What makes you think he was a Ohria- 
tian ? " we again inquired. 

" Because I think no little boy would have 
done what he did, while in the regiment, if 
he had not been a pious boy. I have no 
doubt Clarence was a good Christian boy." 

This was said with much seriousness and 
earnestness, in the hearing of several other 
persons, all of whom knew Clarence, and 
apart from all his personal friends, and where 
there was no motive to say any thing, or to 
withhold from saying what was a matter of 
clear conviction, as to the truth. As the 
Captain said, so all said. All seeming to be 
convinced that he was a Christian boy. 

" Tou took him into your arms after he 
was shot, I have been told," said we to the 
Captain. 

*' Yes," he answered, " and I held him un- 
til he had b^n dead a half-hour." 

"How long did he live?" 

" About two and a-half-hours.** 

«« What did he say?" 

" At first he did not believe he was shot. 
He could not realize it. When he was made 
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aware of the fact, lie said, * Oh 1 what will 
my poor father and mother do ? ' After that 
he rarely spoke unless spoken to." 

"We have heard that he asked you to 
slioot the man that shot him. Did he? " 

" When he found that he was really shot, 
he cried out, ' Shoot McCormick — shoot Mc- 
Cormick — ^for he has shot me ! ' But that 
was said without any malevolence, and in a 
hurried, thoughtless manner, as if he did not 
• know what he was saying. I immediately 
said to him, * Oh, no ! you must forgive Mc- 
Cormick, for it was an accident, and ask 
God to forgive him.' Clarence immediately 
looked up to heaven and said, * Oh ! my dear 
God, I hope you will forgive McCormick.' — 
With that his little heart seemed to be filled 
with the spirit of forgiveness." 

Captain Balsdon does not profess to be a 
pious man, yet he entertains tlite highest re- 
spect for religion and its institutions. 

As he was approaching his end, the Cap- 
tain said to him : 

" Clarence, you must commend your soul 
to God." Clarence immediately lifted hig 
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•yo8 to heaven and said, " Oh ! my dear God, 
I hope you will let me live a little longer that 
I may get better." He evidently meant that 
he might lead a better life. / 

" I said, ' No — ^no — Clarence, ask God to 
receive your soul.' He then added, *OhI 
my dear God, I hope you will receive my 
soul and take me to heaven.' Not one fear 
did he express of dying — not the least un- 
easiness. He was calm and collected after 
the first flurry of feeling, which is alluded to 
in order to give a true history of his whole 
case — he evidently having at first no proper 
control of his own mind, and for this out- 
burst he did not seem to be responsible. I 
have no doubt that Clarence has gone to 
heaven. So we all think in the regiment." 

"Yes," said a bystander^ "he was a 
Child of the Eegiment. We shall, as a regi- 
ment, have his remains placed in some suit- 
able place in Greenwood, close by one of the 
avenues, and we shall erect a monument to 
his memory. We shall do it as a regiment, 
not because he belonged to any particular 
family, but because he belonged to the regi- 
ment — ^as a Child of the Eegiment." 
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CHAPTER Vm. 



®^t Jfnntral. 

Sunday School Children. — Publio School Ohildbbn.— • 
Addresses. — ^Rev. De. Guion. — Rev. Mr. McClelland 
—Incidents, 



1 *' Forever with the Lord," 

Amen, so let it be ; 
life from the dead is in that word; 

*T is immortality. 
Here in the body pent. 

Absent from Him I roam ; 
Tet nightly pitch my moving tent 

A day's march nearer home. 

2 My Father's house on high. 

Home of my soul, how near, 
At times, to faith's aspiring eye. 

Thy golden gates appear I 
Ah, then my spirit famts. 

To reach the land I love ; 
The bright inheritance of saints, 

Jerusalem above, 

8 Yet doubts still intervene. 
And all my comfort flies; 
Like Noah's dove I flit between 
Rough seas and stormy skies; 
Anon the clouds depart. 

The winds and waters cease, 
While sweetly o'er my gladden'd heart 
Expands the how of peace. 
11 (1««) 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

The funeral of Clarence D. McKenzlc, tlie 
little drummer boy, who was killed by the 
accidental discharge of a musket at Annapo- 
lis, Maryland, took place from St. John's 
Church, corner of Washington and Johnson 
streets, Brooklyn, at four o'clock in the after- 
noon of the fourteenth day of July. The 
body was removed under military escort from 
the house of the bereaved parents. No. 23 
Liberty street, and placed in front of the 
pulpit. The children of Public School No. 
8, and of the Sunday school connected with 
the Presbyterian church, comer of Tillary 
and Lawrence streets, to which deceased had 
been attached, were present and also occu- 
pied a large portion of the building. Many 

wore the emblem of mourning and showed 
(liS) 
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sincere grief at .the loss of their friend and 
former school mate. The press was so great 
that thousands could not gain admittance. — 
Tlie streets about the church were literally 
packed with spectators. The services were 
conducted by the Kev. Dr. Guion of St. 
John's, and the Eev. Mr. McClelland of the 
Lawrence Street Presbyterian church. The 
Rev. Dr. Guion addressed the congregation 
in a strain of fervent patriotism. This, he 
said, was among the first fruits of the rebel- 
lion; and it stood the country in hand 
to drive the traitors, who brought on this 
war, and who were the responsible authors 
of this child's death, down to the Gulf of 
Mexico, and crush the conspiracy forever. 
He contended it to be the duty of every man 
who loved his country, to sustain it now in 
its day of trial. The Eev. tlergyman, with 
impassioned eloquence appealed to the patri- 
otism of his immense audience and stirred 
the hearts of all. He charged the conspirators 
against us with being morally and politi- 
cally accountable for all the evils which thia 
unnatural war — waged by themselves — ^must 
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bring, as an overwhelming deluge, on the 
land. He charged them with being the au- 
thors of all the sorrows and griefs, which will 
and must be carried to many a hearth stone 
and family circle, before we have peace 
again — ^peace which they have so cruelly and 
remorselessly broken up. The responsibility 
of this war cannot be shifted. Treason 
has waged it. The effort and the consumma- 
tion of the plot is to overthrow the best gov- 
ernment on earth, and to trample the liber- 
ties of the land into the dust. Men of the 
country must battle for freedom, and up- 
bold the Constitution and the Government, 
and the laws. The Government must be 
supported or our liberties are gone. He 
appealed in the fervent language of true pa- 
triotism to the thousands gathered on this 
mournful occasion to remember the duties 
which we owe to ourselves, our country and 
our God. 

Rev. Dr. Guion was followed by the Eev. 

Mr. McClelland, in a strain of eloquent, 

touching remarks, addressed chiefly to the 

children who were present. The house was 

11* 
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hushed to the most earnest stillDess and 
wrapt attention as the blind preacher stood, 
apparently looking over that vast concourse 
of people — ^not one of whom could he see, 
but whose responses to the sentiments utter* 
ed he could feel. It was an aflFecting sight 
to see this sightless, eloquent, excellent pus- 
tor, one of whose congregation the little 
dinimmer had been, bearing his testimony to 
the loveliness of one, whom he had never 
seen, but loved it may be all the more. The 
hearts of the immense congregation were 
moved and melted as the Bev. pastor spoke 
as follows : 

" The sad event, which now fills you all 
with sorrow, falls heavily upon me and ray 
people ; for that face, now pale in death was 
a few weeks ago full of sprightly animation 
and life among the scholars of our Sabbath 
school. We loved the boy for his sweet and 
genial disposition, for the noble patriotism 
that fired even his young bosom; but wo 
loved him most of all because we believed 
him to have been a child, chosen of his Ood 
Whosoever is bom of God loves the Holy 
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Scnptures ; he delights to read and esteem 
them as a letter full of affectionate counsels, 
and promises from his Father in heaven.-— 
But the Divine word has no such attractions 
to the unawakened and unrenewed. Hence 
among the prominent characteristics of the 
Godly man, the Psalmist mentions his daily 
delight in the law of the Lord. And God, 
I believe, in the sovereignty of his grace, has 
left for our comfort this evidence of Clarence's 
conversion. And here let me state an inci- 
dent, which however trivial it may appear, 
is to me one of the most pleasing of my life. 
About two years ago I purchased two Bibles 
as prizes for our Sabbath school. But one 
was given as designed, the Superintendent 
remarking to me that God, by his providence 
would indicate the person who should receive 
the other : and though it was frequently pro- 
posed by the teachers to dispose of it among 
other prizes, yet it lay upon the shelf of the 
library, till the afternoon on which Clarence 
bid liis school niates and teachers adieu.— 
Then the Bible was produced, and with tear- 
ful emotion and words of tender counsel, it 
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was presented to Clarence by the Superin- 
tendent. All the school was moved to tears, 
infant eyes were up-raised for Heaven's 
blessing upon this drummer boy. Children 
carried him in their hearts to their homes, 
and their mothers' knees. God, we believe, 
heard these prayers ; and out of the mouth 
of babes and sucklings was pleased to per- 
fect praise. That Bible was blessed to Clar- 
ence. He loved it. Ho daily perused iti 
pages. When he received the fatal shot it 
was found next his heart, and, as I have been 
informed, it was his last legacy to his deai 
but distant mother. And now there it standa 
upon his coffin lid, a witness of the past, a 
comfort in the present, lighting up the dark* 
ness of the tomb with the lamp of Gospel 
hope, cheering the mourners with visions of 
immortality, and illuminating the valley and 
shadow of death with the sunshine of heaven. 
Among the last lessons which the departed 
child studied was the resurrection of Lazar 
rus. He was deeply interested in the nar- 
rative, and when the dismissing bell waa 
rung, he expressed regret that he could not 
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hear the end. But now he has learned more 
in a single hour concerning the invisible 
world than the wisest saint on earth ever 
knew. He has left us by his slumbering 
dust to ponder on the mysterious depths of 
that blessed declaration which Jesus made by 
the grave of his friend, * I am the resurrec- 
tion and the life ; he that belleveth on me, 
though he were dead, yet shall he live.' 

"And now, dear children, what shall I say 
to you ? Your school mate, your play fellow 
is gone, gone from you, from your school, 
and the play ground. Other faces are be- 
fore him ; and, as we trust, he leanis higher 
lessons, and joins in sweeter songs than those 
of earth. Say, dear children will you not 
think of heaven ? "Will you not all prepare 
for it ? Death will soon come to you. Will 
you not love your Saviour, your Bible, and 
your heaven, that when Jesus calls you 
away, it may be to that home where there 
are no tears, no sorrow, no sin, no death ? 

" Mothers, I must speak one word to you. 
Ton love your children as your own lives, 
and it is well. But remember that they are 
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God's children. He made them for himself 
The Great King says to each of yoa, * Take 
this child and nurse it for me, and I will givo 
thee thy wages/ Soon God will send for 
these children. Are you training them for His 
palace, or are you indifferent to His claims, 
their souls, and the great coming eternity? 
If so, stand here, look on this coffin, this 
shroud, this cheek, and tell me what is all 
the world worth now ? What can endure 
save an interest in Jesus ? Let, I beseech of 
you, your example, precepts, and prayers 
draw your children to Christ, that when their 
bodies die their souls may live ; and then, 
though the hand of death take them from 
your bosom, the hand of Jesus will place 
them in his own ; nay, will beautify them as 
precious jewels in His crown." 

After the funeral services the face of the 
little drummer was exposed to view, and his 
former companions and class mates passed 
by and cast a last, sorrowful look upon it— 
This occupied perhaps half an hour, when 
the body was borne to the hearse by some 
of the soldiers of Company D, who brought 
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11 4l' Wfc; city. The coffin was enveloped in 
tl.e Ai^erican Aag, and co veiled with wreaths 
of f o\ve.VL^ and evergreen. The members of 
th.) Thirteenth Eegiment now in this city, 
and the reserve corps, the whole under coni- 
mand of Captain Balsdon, of Company D, 
formed the escort. Fonr drummers rolled 
the funeral march on the way to Greenwood 
Cemetery, where the body was interred. — 
Three rounds of musketry were fired over the 
grave, and the solemnities were concluded. 
Tlie little brute companion of the drum- 
mer boy — ^liis little faithful dog, foKowed the 
hearse to the grave, and when the coffin was 
lowered into it, he went forward and looked 
attentively down into the grave, to see where 
they had laid his young master. TV hen the 
volleys where fired he ran away. When 
the procession moved away he remained, 
and when the grave was filled, laid himself 
down upon it For many nights afterwards 
he was in the habit of going and spending a 
part of the night upon the grave, and toward 
morning he would return to the house where 
he belonged. 
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This incident has value as illustrating the 
kindness of this little drummer boy, and by 
this kindness of heart he attached every 
creature around him to himself. 

It was estimated that there were three 
thousand individuals at the funeral of that 
little boy, more than could get within the 
walls of the spacious church in which the 
exercises were held. What brought out 
that vast throng of people ? What led these 
thousands of people to pay their tribute of 
respect to this mere child ? It was more than 
the mere occasibn. It was more than the 
mere fact that he was a child of a regiment, 
and had met his death by such a mysterious 
providence. It was more than this. There 
was a chord of tender sympathy deeper than 
all this. It was that mystical N)nd wliicli 
binds the hearts of all God's chilaren in one 
great brotherhood. 

In the hearts of the Thirteenth Regiment 
of New York State Militia this little boy 
will be embalmed. His memory will be 
cherished with the most affectionate remem- 
brance. 
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Military organizations may be broken up 
and crumble to pieces. Members composing 
them may be scattered here and there, or be 
snatched away by death. But there are 
bonds of brotherhood which shall never be 
broken. Soldiers of Jesus Christ all belong 
to it. It is a brotherhood as lasting as 
eternity. 

It was to this brotherhood, we trust, that 
the little drummer belonged. It is an im- 
mense army, all moving on to conquest and 
a crown. One great wing is the Sunday 
school army. Thousands and ten times ten 
thousand of happy little children are march- 
ing along their glorious way to the celestial 
City, whose gates are pearls, and whose 
streets are paved with gold. Clarence D. 
McKenzie has, as we humbly hope, already 
entered the gates, and his little feet tread 
those heavenly streets of the New Jerusalem. 
Thousands of little travelers are on the march 
to the same glorious City, and they can 
nightly sing 

** Forever with the Lord, 
Amen, bo let it be," 

12 
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CHAPTER IX. 



Y01018 OF Pratkb.--Familt Altars.— Sacbwioes. — ^Part- 
ings. — Sorrows. — ^No Coming Home. — ^Bibles. — Littlv 
Boy. — Battle Field. — ^Testaments. — Regiment reokiy* 
INO Them. — ^Dying Young Man. — Life Baved. — ^Anotq* 
ER Drummer Boy. — "Was he a Good Boy?" — ^Best 
Time. 



Look up ! Look up, my brothers I 

Take courage as ye see 
Upon the gates of morning, 

Our banner floating free. 
Like him of ancient story, 

The Cross-led Constantine, 
Behold the heavenly omen, 

And " conquer by that sign." 
Oh, banner of the morning, 

Lead our victorious way 1 
Oh, dawning bright with promise. 

The nation waits thy day I 
Oh, banner I and oh, morning I 

Fair, radiant, fresh, and free. 
Henceforth as one glad symbol 

Your Stars and Stripes shall be. 

Poor traitor ! Thou who dr earnest 

To trample in the dust 
This starry, morning banner 

Our symbol is our trust 1 
When thou canst quench the day-star 

And pale the Orient's bars, 
j[%en hope that thou canst tarnish 

These kindred Stripes and Stars. 
(185) 
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CHAPTER IX. 

SoLDTERS of our Unioii 1 The voice of daily, 
fervent, earnest prayer ascends for you that 
God would cover your heads in the day of 
battle. What pangs and agony of sorrow 
you left behind you, as you passed over the 
threshold of your own home. Many a little 
child, that stood with mute wonder, not 
knowing what this all meant, will find out 
the sad truth in after life, that your step 
upon the threshold was to be heard no more 
forever. It was the apprehension of just 
this, that smote the heart of your devoted 
wife with overwhelming grief — such as none 
bftt a true woman can feel. 

The sacrifice which the soldier, going to 
fight for the Union makes, is a great one. — 
The sacrifice, which those make who remain 
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at home is greater— and if the poor husband 
who goes to the war is to be pitied, the poor 
cr wife, who stays at home, is to be more 
pitied. Do you wonder that you are remem- 
bered in prayer every night and morning? — 
You are a young man, it may be, and yoa 
parted from one of the best of mothers — a 
praying, godly mother, on leaving home. — 
She put into your knapsack the precious 
Bible or Testament — ^Iioping that in reading 
it, you might find salvation. 

That mother prays for you ; and do you 
wonder? They come, many — many oi 
them — come to the Fulton Street Prayer 
Meeting to ask those, who meet for prayer, 
to pray for their dear sons — their beloved 
husbands — or fathers, that God will spare 
them and protect them in danger, and above 
all that he would have mercy on your souls. 

And who can tell what histories are writ- 
ten elsewhere, and what heart sorrow is in 
the incidents which attended them. Here 
is one : 

A staff ofiicer from Charleston, engaged in 
the battle of the 21st of July says : 
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" I rode out the day after the battle to view 
the ground, and passed piles of dead in vari- 
ous positions. Under a large tree 1 saw a 
body lying, very handsomely dressed, with 
a fancy sword, and a handkerchief over the 
face. It attracted my curiosity. I stopped, 
removed the handkerchief, and saw one of the 
handsomest faces I ever met with, of a boy 
not more than twelve or fourteen years old. 
His appearance and dress indicated high so- 
cial position ; probably he was a temporary 
aid to some general officer. To ascertain who 
he was, I examined his pockets, and found a 
testament, in which was written : 

^ James Simmons, New York. From his 
loving mother. My son, remember thy Cre- 
ator in the days of thy youth.' 

I wished very much to take the body away, 
but I was six miles from quarters, on horse- 
back, and it was impossible." 

Who was this James Simmons? And here 
are others. We clip the following incidents 
wliich were related at the Fulton Street 
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Prayer Meeting, from one of the religions 
papers of the day. An old gentleman said : 

" I never expected to see snch a day as 
this, when a whole regiment woold be seen 
voting the Bible into their knapsacks. But 
I have seen it. I saw a regiment— one of 
our western ones — draw up in line, and the 
colonel told them that the good people were 
willing to give them Bibles, if they were 
willing to receive them. 

* Now,' said the officer, ' as many of you 
ss want a Bible may raise your right hand.' 
And every hand went up. 

A missionary from Turkey stood by my 
side, while the tears were rolling down many 
faces. ' Well,' said he, * I never expected to 
«ee such a sight as I have seen this day — 
these men all voting themselves Bibles ; such 
a sight was never seen before since the world 
was made. This is worth remembering, and 
will be worth telling when I get back tc 
Turkey — a regiment voting Bibles into their 
knapsacks I 
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An affecting story is related of a dying 
young soldier, who, when about to breathe 
his last, called for his knapsack. With his 
pale face lighted all over by a grateful smile, 
he drew from it a Bible, the gift of his moth 
er, Washington's farewell address, the gift 
of his father, and the picture of a cherished 
one left at home. After placing them be- 
neath his pillow, his arms hung listless by 
his side, and he sank into his eternal rest." 

Testaments ha^je been given to most of our 
regiments gone to the war. In some in- 
stances they hjtve saved the life of the sol- 
dier. Here is an extract from the Captain 
of Company B, Second Maine Regiment, 
giving an example of this kind : 

" The Testament which I send you by this 
mail is one of the number that I received in 
New York by your order, and was the means 
of saving the life of one of my company 
while at Willett's Point. His" name is Geo. 
K. Ingalls His mother lives just below 
Brewer Village, and is a sister of mine. 

A pistol was carelessly discharged in one 
tent, while ho was sitttng in the next, a dis- 
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tance of ten or twelve feet apart It certain- 
ly would have killed him had it not been for 
the Testament, which he had in a side 
pocket. * * * I think it made an im- 
pression on the members of my company 
which will not soon wear off." 

Do you love the Bible? That is the 
question. Do you loVe it ? Because if yon 
love it, you will try to obey it. The little 
Drummer loved his Bible^and we hope God 
made it salvation to him. 

There was a military funeral at Camp 
Kalorama, Washington, one Saturday. On 
Friday, Joseph Winters, one of the drum- 
mers of the N. Y. Nineteenth, was drowned 
while bathing. An army correspondent thus 
refers to the sad event: 

He was a pleasant, good boy, and his sud- 
den death made a deep impression in the 
encampment. His body was brought up 
from the creek and laid beneath a new tent 
pitched to receive it, under the trees on the 
north side of the parade ground. The men 
Btood in silent rows in front of the tent till 
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rundown, while a guard detailed for the 
purpose paced dcwly back and forth. A 
letter was found in Joseph's pocket from 
" Cousin Susie," and as his comrades thought 
that he had no parents or brothers or sisters 
living, his captain wrote to her. 

A little barefooted fellow about eight 
years old, stood on the land when Joseph's 
body was recovered by the divers, and when 
the surgeon, promptly on the spot, was 
vainly endeavoring to start the water-clogged 
wheels of life, the little barefooted fellow 
walked in silence up the hillside with the 
men who carried the body, following close 
behind ; and there he stood before the tent 
curtains in serious stillness. At last he 
spoke, with respectful manner and clear 
manly enunciation, to one of the field officers: 

"Will you be so kind as to tell me, sir, 
whether he was a good boy?" 

"I believe that he was, my little fellow, 
but I did not know him very well." 

"Has he a father or mother, sir?" 

" Why do you ask, my boy ?" 

"Because I hope that he did not have a 
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mother, sir, or a father; they would feel bo 
badly to hear that he was drowned." The 
officer cleared his, throat and the little fellow 
went on. "And if, sir, he has no mother or 
father, and if he was a good boy I am glad.'^ 

"Why glad, my boy?" 

"Because, sir, I think it was the best time 
for him to be taken away." 

"Why the best time?" 

"Because, sir, what the Lord does is always 
best." The funeral sermon was preached, 
the regiment attended the funeral and the 
usual volley was fired over the grave. 

Is this the end? — ^the grave — the volley? 
Soldiers of the union 1 be Soldiers of the 
Lord Jesus Christ Oh 1 enlist in His service 
and all will be well — for time and eternity — 

WELL. 
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